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Ir is ſomewhat extraordinary, that an event 


ſo replete with tragic incidents as the Frenen 


Revolution, ſhould not have given to the 
Stage, or to the Preſs, any regular dramatic 


piece. Beſides the copious materials which 


preſent themſclves for ſuch a work, it is ob- 
vious that a theatrical repreſentation, founded 
either on ſome particular private enormity, 
or on ſome one of the more glaring public 
crimes, with which Democracy has for theſe 
laſt three years deſolated France, could not 
but be attended with very good effects on 
the minds of our own countrymen. 


Every true Engliſhman, every real Friend 
of Liberty, may indeed rejoice that the preſent 


attachment to the Monarch and Conſtitution 


is ſo great, as to ſtand in little need of fur- 


ther incitement; but, as in all caſes it is 
more eaſy to prevent than to remedy evils, 
it might not be impolitic, thro' the medium 
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of the Stage, to confirm the Public good 
ſenſe, rather than to leave it unguarded, to 
the machinations of the e or the 
deſperate. 


And this is the more deſireable, for that 
there are not wanting grave perſons, who 
affect to make light of the atrocious crimes 
which are daily perpetrated in France, when 
put in competition with the grand object 
which that Nation is ſaid to have in view ;— 
a moſt pernicious doctrine, which, if once 
inſtilled into the minds of our people, as it 
but too ſucceſsfully has been into thoſe of 
the French, muſt lead to every thing that * 
horrible and. nous. | = 


| Now the Stand as it is one of the moſt 
effectual means of gaining the public ear, 
ſo is it moſt powerfully calculated to influ- 
ence the public mind; and though it may 
not at preſent greatly avail itſelf of this ho- 
nourable and uſeful part of its office, the 
original inſtitution is however by no means 
anſwerable for the neglect. On this ſubject, 

ſeverity or ridicule would be equygly trite ; 
be it then only obſerved; that the revival of 
all the powers and energies of the Stage, 
. - 3 at 


- 


PREFACE. vil 
at all times highly to be wiſhed, was 
never, perhaps, of greater importance than 
at this critical juncture x. Nor is the pre- 
ſent age without dramatic writers eminently 
capable of effecting this end; though, for 


obvious reaſons, they have maintained but 


too long a filence. Could any ſuch have been 
induced to come forward on this occaſion, 
the Author of the following Piece had moſt 
| nee ſpared his labours, 


It 1 was then, in the general ſilence, that 


the circumſtances which form the ground- 
work of The Count de Villeroi, ſtrack him 


as calculated to produce an intereſting Drama. 
He arranged the outlines of each act, and 
was confirmed in his opinion. Still, how- 
ever (having given but little of his time to 


poetry) a play in five acts appeared ſo for- 


midable an undertaking, that it was with 
difficulty he could prevail on himſelf to pro- 
ceed. 

*The National Aſſembly, it ſcems, are not unacquainted 
with the powerful aſſiſtance to be derived by Government 
from the Stage; but by the pieces which they have ordered 
to be acted, ad well old as thoſe compoſed for the purpoſe, 
they have gained an aſtoniſhing encreaſe of popularity to their 
cauſe : aſtoniſhing to, thoſe who have never conſidered the 
mfluence of theatric performances, | 
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One tragedy only occurred, of conſider- 
able merit, which was not the work of a 
profeſſed poet; and the excellence of that, in- 
deed, is ſo great, that it ought rather, per- 
haps, to have made him throw down his 
pen in deſpair, than animated him to proceed. 
Thoſe who are acquainted with the Myſterious 
Mother, will not look further for the work 
which is here intended: that its Author 1s 
not a profeſſed poet is certain; and it is ſaid, 
that this is his only dramatic compoſition. 
However this may be, we ſhall not eaſily find 
a piece in which elegance of language, unity 
of deſign, ſtrict preſervation of character, 
with all the higher excellencies of tragedy— 
the power of exciting pity, terror, diſtreſs, 
and horror for guilt, are more eminently 
united, This is not the place to enter at 
large into its merits ; be it only ſaid, that 
the Stage has yet to furniſh two more highly 
finiſhed characters than thoſe of the Counteſs 
and Benedict. That the Myſterious Mother 
has never appeared upon the Stage, is owing, 
it ſeems, to the Author's ſcruples reſpecting 
the ſubject; in which, though he may be 
right, there are few who read his play with- 
out being ſtrongly diſpoſed to conteſt it with 
him. With this example then in view, but 

Z without 
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without the ſmalleſt hopes of equalling it, 
and for the reaſons above-mentioned, the 


preſent Tragedy was taken in hand. 


With regard to the manner in which the 
Author has told his ſtory, he waits with 
reſpect for the judgment of his Readers :— 
concerning the matter of it, a few words may 
be neceſſary. 


-* He has been aſked, whether his play is 
founded in fact? It is a fact that Sons have 
denounced (to uſe their own words) their 
Fathers, and Fathers their Children, both in 
the Jacobin Club and the Convention, on 
the very ſame grounds that young Villeroi 
denounces his Father. It is a fact, that the 
King and Queen were inhumanly treated in 
priſon: it is a fact, that there was a deſigu 
to murder them there by a hired Mob, and 
that that Mob was in the pay of ſome of the 
moſt popular Leaders: it is a fact, there was 
a deteſtable maſſacre on the ſecond and third 
of September, 1792: and it is a fact, that 
ſeveral perſons were burnt alive in it. 


With reſpect to the atrocious circumſtances 
which attended the murder of two Girls, 
one 
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one of fifteen, the other of eight or nine 
years old, as recounted by D'Orville, the 
Author has to ſay, that the particulars ap- 
peared in the moſt authentic narratives of 
that maſſacre; nor have they ever been con- 
tradicted with authority. It is preſumed 
that this is ſufficient ground, and more than 
ſufficient, conſidering the nature of the work, 
for the uſe which he has made of it. 


To thoſe who may be diſpoſed to cenſure 
ſome pretty cloſe imitations of two of our 
moſt celebrated writers, the Author begs 
to anſwer in the words Na Terence, on a 
ſomewhat ſimilar occaſion ; 


uod illi ee vehemens eſſe exiſtumant, 
& Fam laudem hic ducit maxumam.“ 


He has alſo to acknowledge the having made 
all the uſe he could of the ſecond ſcene, 
firſt act, of the Brutus of M. de Voltaire; 
ſeveral lines of which he has tranſlated and 
introduced into the converſation between 


old Villeroi and his Son. 


It remains to add, that ſome ſteps were 
taken to bring this piece upon the Stage; but 
| for 
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for want of theatrical intereſt, they very 
naturally failed of ſucceſs. If then it be 
aſked why, diſappointed in this principal 
object, he did not quietly conſign it to obli- 
vion, he anſwers, —That it is his opinion, in 
times like the preſent, every man who is 
ſatisfied with the Government under which 
he lives, ſhould give /ome teſtimony of this 
ſatisfaction; if not ſuch as he would with, 
the beſt that he 1s able. He anticipates, and 
is prepared for the diſapprobation of the 
friends of Democracy : but he could with 
| thoſe whoſe political ſentiments accord with 
his, and whoſe abilities at the ſame time 
juſtly entitle them to cenſure freely, for 
once (in favour of his deſign) to wave their 
prerogative; and if they would depreciate 
his labours, to do it, not by the ſeverity of 
their criticiſms, but by the ſuperiority of 
their exertions in the ſame cauſe. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


COUNT DE VILLEROL, Lee her A of the Cont 


his Son, Member of the | 
{ Second Aſſembly. 


' P'ORVILLE, <- attached to Lovrs A. 


COUNT HENR T.. 


VILLENEUVE, 12 in the 2d Aſſembly, 
| - - 0 ll ; 
PERRON, j Friends to HENRY & JUL1a, 


| fan old Servant of the 
nc nike N = i CounT DE VILLEROI. 


WOMEN. 
LOUISA, - Daughter to the Couxr. 


Widow of a rich Merchant, 
: :.- aiming at a ſecond Marriage 
| | 1 with Henry. 


— Sia JULIA. 


SCENE, partly at the Count's Chateau, a League from 
—_ Paris, and partly in that City. 


TIME, September 3, 1792. 


The Count de Villeroi, 


A'TRAGE Dr. 


135 COT” 
SCENE I. The Count's Chateau. 
Enter LOUISA. 


LOUISA. 


BE ſtill, my harraſs'd mind, nor vainly raiſe 
Fictitious terrors to ſubdue thy conſtancy. 
Ah! where is now this boaſted conſtancy ? _ 
Where now the courage worthy of my birth? 
Alas! my Father, all is fled with thee ; 
Thy abſence leaves me impotent to brave 
The gath'ring ſtorm; but O, (be witneſs Heav'n) 
Not for myſelf I tremble, but for thee. 
Contented, in thy preſence, 1 could meet 
The worſt that threats ; but doubtful of thy fate, 
Thus trembling-between hope and fear, in vain 
I would collect my ſcatter'd thoughts, in vain 
My wonted force; a thouſand anxious cares 
Sit heavy on my heart, and weigh it down !— 0 


2 COUNT: DE VILLEROT. 


But yeſterday my Father left theſe NY 
Sent for ou urgent buſineſs to the court. 
Is this a cauſe for terrors ſuch as mine ? 
How many reaſons may detain him hence, 
And yet not one of them affect his ſafety ! 
Ah, let me then forget his parting words, 
« At gyening cloſe I will embrace my Daughter.” 
Was L&<teiv'd, or did I hear the ſound 
Of haſty footſteps this way bend? Ye Saints, 
It virtue be your care, protect my Father ! 
I did not err, 'tis Janſon this way bends 
His haſty ſteps ; eye me bleſt Providence, | 
And give me ſtrength proportion'd to my need! 


- SCENE II. Enter Jaxsox. 
O Ibo, enk — My Father, tell me— 


TANSON. 
— Madam, 
Count d' Orville's equipage is near at hand; 
His horſes bath'd in ſweat and foam, ſoarce ſeem 
To touch the ground they move ons doubt not, 
Madam, 
They bear my Maſter, or ſome happy dings 


1 8 LOUISA. 


No Janſon, no! ill news, tis faid, flies ſwifteſt ; 
. Whilft good, or tarries by the way, or plods 
Remiſs. But tell me, is the Count arriv'd ? 


| JANSON. 


Ev'n now, involv'd in clouds of duſt, he paſs'd 
Beneath the terrace walls: his near approach 

1 waited ere 1 could be ſure 'twas He: 

Then, deareſt Lady, be compos'd, for all 
| Will yet be well; doubt not he brings good NeWs. 


| LOUISA, 
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COUNT DE VLILEROT. 3 


LOUISA. 


Thou good old man, thou comfort'ſt me, who haſt | 
T byſelf molt need of conſolation |! 

I'm young, and may ſupport theſe cruel terrors ; 
But ce old age mult needs fink under them, 


JANSON. 2 


My much lov'd Miſtreſs, at a time like this 

To think of your poor ſervant! Could I die 

To ſerve you, Lady, I would die with pleaſure :— 
Let me then haſten to relieve 8 fears; 


The Count— 
LOUISA. 


Stay, he prevents thy ſpeed :—but comes alone. 


SCENE III. Enter D'ORVIILLE. 
D'Orville, I die with terror. Is he ſafe ? 


* 


DORY ILLE. 


Deareſt Louiſa, loveheſt maid, be a 
Safe, and in health, your F ather's on his way. 
I knew the fears which dwell with tenderneſs, 
And, on t wings of love, —_— I ſped 

To reaſſur heart. | 


LOUIS A. 
Kind, generous D' Orville! 
One queſtion more. Say, what news of my Brother? 
D'ORVILLE. 
Within & this Hour I left him at the gates. 


JANSON. 


Said J not, Madam, all would yet be well? ? 
To all our houſe let me communicate f 
The welcome news, and ſorrow turn to Joy. [Exit. Jan. 
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4 COUNT DE VILLE ROI. 


SCENE Iv. Lovisa, D'ORvILLE. 


LOUISA. 


Toyful to all, but O to me moſt joyful ! 

Ye threat'ning dreams, ye viſions horrible, 

Which through the night purſued my trembling ſou], 
I baniſh ye for ever from my memory, 

More than compenſated by this bleſt news 


 D'ORVILLE. 


Such; Joy, Louiſa, overpays my haſte; 
A ſweeter welcome would 1 never know. 


LOUTSA. 


A ſtranger, D'Orville, might have gain'd a welcome 
With ſuch intelligence ; ah teach me then 

New words to pay my gratitude to thee, 

Who to a Father's and a Brother's ſafety, 

Shew'ſt me beſides thine own—but tell me D*' Orville, 
In oppoſition to his parting words, 

What Cul 4 my Father from theſe arms ? 


D'ORVILLE. 


But that I know thy Father's ſteady foul 
Dwells in that boſom, I would — untold 
The painful tale; for how wilt thou lament, 
Thou virtuous maid, thy country's miſery, | 
Alas! the worſt we fear'd is come to paſs : 

A lawleſs mob have ſeiz'd upon the realm, 
And tyrannize in our diſtracted council: 
Ten thouſand dire barbarities made way 
For their uſurp'd dominion ; crimes, till now 
Unheard of, ſtain thiaccurs'd poſſeſſion; 

By Heav'n, I tremble but to think upon 
The ſcenes theſe eyes have witneſs'd! O ye fiends 


In human ſhape, ye ruthleſs miniſters 55 


COUNT DE VILLEROIL. 


of bloody deeds, lend me your hearts awhile, 
Or how mall: I relate what ye have dar'd to act! 


LOUISA, 


T'orville, I ſhudder at this fearful prelude, 
And fain, alas! would bid thee ſtop, but that 
An intereſt beyond my pow'r to maſter, 
Commands me liſten to the dread recital. 


D'ORVI LLE. 


I 8 thy tenderneſs and ſoft humanity. 

Oft have I ſeen thee weep another's pain; 
Oft heave the ſigh, ev'n o'er fictitious woes. 
O gentle maid, how wouldſt thou then have borne 
To ſee theſe blood-hounds drench'd in human gore, 
Drench'd, but inſatiate fill, but ſtill unſlak'd ! 
But yeſterday 1 left theſe peaceful walls, — 

Would I had here remain'd;—the city gates 
At my approach with quick recoil flew ope ; 
They op'd t'admit, but on harſh grating hinge 
Forc'd to again, and dropp'd the huge port-cullis 
With many a maſſy chain, forbade return. 
Alarm'd, on th'inſtant I diſmiſs my train, 
And mixing in the crowd remain unknown. 
The work of death was rife | On ev'ry ſide 
Profcription's bloody hand mark'd out for ſlaughter; 
Nor ſex, nor age, nor hallow'd fanftity _ 
Exempted from deſtruction! Ruffians trod 
Upon the proſtrate necks of France's nobles : 
Nor ſpar'd their ſacrilegious hands to ſhed 
The blood of meek religion's Miniſters ! 
Religion would have rais'd her ſacred voice 
Who hears her voice in hell? but now the ſword, 
As tir'd of its fell office, ceas'd to ſmite— 
O curſed pauſe ; far round the kindled pile 
Blazes a baleful light th'Aſſaſſins hand 

For this a moment pp d! its murd'rous courſe !— 
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= COUNT DE VILLEROT. 


Can I proceed? O God, theſe eyes beheld 
Th'abominable fight 1—dread Providence! 
Where are thy once avenging thunderbolts, 
When vilkins hurl defiance in thy face 

And live—and hve, O horror! to blaſpheme 
Thee to thy face ! where are ye ſacred fires, 

Such as the voice of Heay'n, or Heav'n's inſpir'd, 
Call'd down in days of old upon the impious? 
For never rag'd more impious fiends tl an theſe! 


LOUISA. 


Whilſt I have life to liſten to thee, D'Orville, 
O quick ſum up, conclude the dreadful tale, 


D' ORVILLE. 


Mark, my Louiſa, mark yon trembling Matron | 
Not "a herſelf ſhe trembles, her firm ſoul - 25 
Could look on death unterrify'd—but ſee, 
See where, in ſpeechleſs agony, ſhe bends 
Her ſtreaming eyes—ye death-devoted pair, 

Ve beauteous lambs, doom'd to a dreadful end 
Ere ye have reach'd your prime, ſhe calls ye, Daughters. 
What mean thoſe ruffian hands? Inhuman wrerches ! 
See, where they ſeize their angel forms! they drag, 
They bind them to the ſtake, a prey to dire 
Infernal cruelty !—What heart of ſtone 
But muſt have melted at ſo foul a fight ? 
Who then, O who can ſpeak a Mother's grief? 
Senſeleſs ſhe falls, the cold earth, wet with many 

A recent wound, receives her wretchedneſs 
Bleft reſpite, though but momentary—ſee— 


pY. | * 
For pity— , 
Py D'ORVIIL.LE. 


Ha! ſhe lives again, , by ſhrieks 
Of fierceſt torment rousꝰd thou know'ft whoſe ſhrie ks 


— The blazing pile, the bleeding, 3 limbs, 1 
e 
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COUNT DE VILLEROT. 
The now faint groans of her expiring children 
Burſt as afreſh upon her mad'ning brain— 


LOUISA. 


Inhuman monſters, barbarous, bloody flaves ! 
O how didſt thou eſcape their murd'rous hands 
How ſtand we here alive! ha! D'Orville, ſpeak. 
Didſt thou fay true? My Father, O my Father, 
Why comes he not to bleſs his child ? 


D'ORVILLE. 


Yer ftay 
Thy duteous fears; my life for't, in the hour, 
Thy Father's ſafe at Belmont: for the preſent 
Miſchief. is laid: a ſullen, death-like calm 
Reigns in the city, ſuch as oft is ſeen 
Upon the boundleſs deep t'impend a ſtorm, 
_ Shipwreck, and ruin! Each ſucceeding day, 
Big with new outrage, gives but too jult cauſe 
To fear yet worſe to come !—PFerocity 
Uſurps the ſacred name of patriotiſm, 8 
And proves her claim by deeds of blood and death; 
Who heſitates, for juſtice fake or mercy, + 
Becomes himſelf ſuſpected and proſcrib'd. 


And yet my Father, D'Orville, ſtill receives 
The tribute due to his ſuperior virtue. 
Though now ſome time withdrawn from ſtate affairs, 
Still as occaſion calls him to the city, | 
Thou know'ſt the acclamations of reſpect 

Which ever wait him ;—Henry too, thy friend, 
Weeps o'er his country's fate, and will, be ſure, 
Stand forth to check theſe dire enormities : 
Th'aſſembly love him—often has his voice 
Oppos'd their hotreſt counſels, oft reftrain'd 
The fanguinary meaſures of revenge; 

Nor will they, when he ow ſhall plead the cauſe 


ny 


8 COUNT DE VILLEROI. 
Of outrag'd juſtice and humanity, _ 
Refuſe to hear. 


D'ORVILLE. 


Ah, my Louiſa, why muſt I unveil 7 
The ſad reverſe of thy too ſanguine hopes? | 

Light 1s the favour of the giddy crowd, 

As light their cenſure ; ever in extremes, 

They love, or hate, exalt, or vilify. 

But aſk them Wherefore ? ſtrait they're in amaze, 

And bid their leaders anſwer dull inquiries. 

Thy Father's worth, his unambitious views, 

His known attachment to the general weal, 

Have long ſince mark'd him with theſe factious het 

An object of their fear (and whom they fear 

They would remove) hence no means left untry'd 

To work his ruin. As yet indeed they work 

Wichout effect; fo ſtrong the love men bear 

His virtues; but, believe me, yeſterday 

Has wrought a change 


LOuISA. 


| His viſit to the Court? 
The priſon let me rather ſay: the laſt, 
Sad refuge of the royal Pair. But chis 

Was licens'd themſelves— 


D'ORVILLæx. 


Les, as a plea 
701 urge his downfall. Early as thou know'ſt 
I quitted Belmont, ere the royal ſummons 

Thy Father reach'd ; what then was my ſurpriſe, 
When ſcarce eſcap'd from the ſad ſcenes of blood 
Which thou haſt juſt now heard, we chanc'd to meet: 
He in his chariot, I on foot, worn out, 
And pale with recent dread, wand'ring at random, 
Uncertain where—He ſtopp'd, and begg'd me enter.— 


His looks, no leſs than mine, expreſs'd diſmay. 
A rabble 
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COUNT DE VILLEROI. 


A 7abble ſtood around ; fore cried, No King „ 
No Vlleroi! ſome ; nor curſes _ a, NOT Nb 


LOUISA. 
Alas the ge Bur tay, What follow'd next? 


 PORVILLE. 


Slowly we paſs'd, and filent to the gates, 
Thoſe gates which thou haſt ſeen ſo oft wide ſpread, 
In prompt obedience to thy Father's orders ; 
And, but for Perron, would have been once more. 
I heard the haughty Democrat command 

The trembling guard: Traitor,” faid he, “t hy life 
« Is forfeit, if augitt pals theſe gates before | 
% To-morrow's ſun :” this ſternly as he pals'd. 
*Twas now, Louiſa, now thou ſhould'ſt have ſeen 
Thy Father's conſtancy. ** Rever'd,” he laid, 
« Rever'd for ever be my country's voice : 
« But, O Louiſa, how wilt thou fare, poor maid, 
BY Without thy friends? Be Providence thy guard! 5 


LOUISA. 


My much lov'd Father ! how can I repay 
Thy ever watchful tenderneſs and cares | 


" D'ORVILLE. 


My houſe is neareſt to the gates, and thing 

It was refolv*d to paſs the night; mean time 
I went in ſearch of Henry; him I found 

At his proud Julia's, and told the wrongs 
Done to thy Father. Firſt, he ſtood amaz'd ; 
A glow of indignation fluſh'd his face ; 

But quick ſucceeded coldneſs and conſtraint, 
As if ſome ſudden reafon had occurr'd . 
To palliate the monſtrous inſolence. 

Briefly, L urg'd him to return with me 
Which he declin'd : aftairs of the laſt import, 
He ſaid, ed him: what were theſe affairs 
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* couNT DE VILLE ROI. 


To- morrow might unfold, and bring him hither; 
Till when, no further would he ſpeak his purpoſe ; 
And, Julia entering, broke off the diſcourſe, 
What projects are in hand, to-day will ſhew ; 

But Julia's plots, and vile affociates, 

Allow us little room to hope aught good. 


LOUISA. 


_ This dangerous woman, D'Orville, pray you tell me, 
Is ſhe, indeed, as handſome as report 
And Henry's love unbounded ſhould beſpeak ? 


 D'ORVILLE. 


Yes, I confeſs ſhe's handſome ; nay, much more, 
She adds to beauty all thoſe powerful charms 
Which captivate mankind ; the gentleſt air, 
The ſofteſt manners, dignity her own, 
And only hers; in each expreſſion 
Grace and apparent modeſty ſhine forth. 
O mind, ill ſuited to ſo fair a face! 
Face falfe and treacherous, the maſk of pride 
And fierceſt paſſions; alternately the reſt 
Strive in her ſoul : pride ever reigns fupreme.— 


LOUISA. 


Ab, how, my Brother, wilt thou *ſcape the toils 
Spread for thy warm and unſuſpected youth, 
Ihe eaſy prey of art — But ſure I hear Z 
My Father's welcome voice :—yes, 'tis himſelf, — 
And ev'ry care is loſt in ſweet affection! 


SCENE V. Enter M. DE VILLEROI (ſpeaking to Janſon.) 


VILLEROL, 


My faithful ſervant, much I thank thy joy.— 


Louiſa, come to my arms, my dear loy'd child! 1 


COUNT DE VILLEROL. 


O, I have felt thy anxious tenderneſs, 
And ſympathiz'd in all thy apprehenſions. 


LOUISA, 


Thrice happy moment ! While I hold thee thus, 


My heart in gratitude to Heaven o'erflows. 


VILLEROl. 


Much owe we, D' Orville, to * kind concern, 
That ſhorten'd the lone hours of expectation.— 
anſon has told me, Love, how thou didſt watch 


Till midnight on the terrace, thy ſad eyes 


Still turn'd in ſearch of us; and when the moon 


No longer lent her waſted beams, how ſweetly 
Into the ear of darkneſs thou didſt pour 
Thy griefs. Was't not a melancholy time? 


LOUISA. 


do forget it, Sir; your ſafe return 

Each ſad remembrance baniſhes. But oh, 

I would inquire into much greater griefs, 
Which {till lie heavy at my heart! Your viſit 
To the royal pair, ſay, Do they ſtill contemn 
Their vile oppreffors malice, or ſubdued, 

| Sink under their deep wrongs ? 


VILLEROL. 


| Thou aſkeſt well, 

\ It is the ſubje& neareſt to my heart; 

. Therefore, be patient while I ſhall unfold 
The ſecrets of this priſon- houſe, which why 
To me reveal'd I do in part ſurmiſe. 

My royal maſter (as ſuch to Heav'n I ore, 
With a whole nation, to maintain his rights) 
I found him, low indeed in outward ſhow ; 
Unſeemly his attire, with ſqualid beard 

And matted hair—beſide him, on two planks, 
His only table, lay his uſeleſs ſword, 

e 2 2 
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. COUNT DE VILLEROL. 


And once proud orders. Now the conſcious monitors 
Of Fortune chang'd, and Majeſty, how fall'n! 
The reſt accorded well: bare floor, bare walls 
Diſtilling long pent damps: and near him far 

(O ſtudy'd inſolence) two varlet Knaves 

With their heads cover'd, who with booriſh din 
Shook loud the dice- box — 


D'ORVILLE. . 


O molt baſe revenge, 
How well thou ſhew'ft thy grov'ling * 


VI LLEROI. 


*Tis true none but the baſe would thus inſult 
O'er fallen greatneſs; but know, ch unconquer d mind, 
Diſdaining the poor malice, fits unmov'd. 

So ſhew'd the King, i'th'midſt of horrors, great 
And numberleſs: in his meek countenance 
Walt reſignation and mild fortitude; 

While to each inſult ſuch rebuke he gave 

As ſuits a Father to a rebel ſon. | 
Short was our conference, and cloſe obſerv' d 
By thoſe two ſpies, who with malignant ſtare 
Waited to gather it With cheerful voice 

He begg'd me not decline his laſt, beſt truſt, 
—His Son—to me, by will, he had bequeath'd 
His helpleſs youth: charg' d me, in virtue's paths 
To guide his, ſteps, to teach him to reſpect 
His « country's laws and juſtice facred courſe, 
To love his people, and—if ic might be ſo, 
With a deep ſigh, he added, gain their love. 
Told me, he once conſider d me his foe; 
And begg'd I would forgec and pardon it. 
Who that had manhood in him, could hear this 
Unmov'd! Not I, but, ſpite of reſolution, 
Spite of the leſſon 1 had giv'n my heart, 
Harrow'd 1 ſtood with grief, and wept aloud ! 


COUNT DE VILLEROT. 


D'ORVILLE. 


O 'was a cauſe for tears, ſince tears are now 
The otly offering we can pay ſuch wrongs. 


— 


VI LLEROT. 


Much mov'd he ſeem'd, our greatly injur'd King, | nt 
With this the genuine wks of my love: | 
But check d, nobiy, he check'd his riſing griefs, 
And not, as has been baſely lied, through dull 
Inſenſibility to his hard fate. 
To ſpare his griefs I, zwould have maſter” d mine. 
—And now a guard ſummon'd t'attend the Queen: 
Slowly and ſad, I paſs'd to her apartment, 
Which rather frem'd {ome noiſome dungeon, 
Diſmal and dank, where {wift diſeaſe might work 
Th'accurs'd deſign ſtern juſtice ſhudder'd at. 
Surrounded by the majeſty of courts, 
In pride of dreſs and dignity of charms, | 
Full oft have I approach'd this matchleſs beauty, 
But ne'er, Louiſa, with that awe which now 
Enchain'd each ſenſe in mute aſtoniſhment. 
Sure ſomething holy waits around diſtreſs, - 
More abſolute than ever yet hemm'd in 
With twice ten thouſand {words the Deſpot's throne. 
Aloof 1 ſtood, and gaz'd with bleeding heart; 
On a vile bed, and cloth'd in vileſt garb, 
Meagre, abandon'd, hopeleſs, and forlorn, 
Beſet with ev'ry ill that tongue can name ; : 
And yet in dread of worſe fat ſhe, who once 
A brilliant ſtar, illumin'd Gallia's land. 
Shedding choice influence o'er her raptur d Sons. 
Ah, how eclips'd ! in lowly ſtate ſhe far, 
The wreck of grandeur—the woman quite ſubdu'd, 
The Queen alone remain'd. Beſide her lay 
Her tender Son, in bleſt oblivion loſt, 
And as ſhe watch'd his flumbers, down her cheek 
Roll'd the big tear; at my n ſhe rais'd 
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14 COUNT DE VILLEROI. 

Her anxious eyes, well taught by cruel Fate 

To read the face's language. Mine beſpoke 

A heart devoted to her cauſe, deep ſtricken, 
And bleeding for my country's fate and hers! 

As break of cheerfül morn to the lone traveller, 
Who loſt in ſome wide foreſt, midſt the roar 
Of ſavage beaſts, has paſs'd the fearful night; 
Such was the fight of friendly countenance, 

To her long us'd to the fierce mien of men, 
More ſavage than the foreſt's felleſt tyrants. 

A pauſe enſued, while majeſty with grief 

Sharp conflict held, till, pointing to her ſon, 
For him, for c him,“ (ſhe cry'd) << I aſk your aid: 
Protect his youth, teach him t'eſcape the ills 

“ Of his unhappy Parents bitter cup, 
That to the dregs I might exhauſt thee quite; 
Nor leave one drop for him! And tho! juſt Heaven 
* On my own head impute my faults; but; ſpare, 
O ſpare my child! For me, I aſk but this: 

« May my hard fate atone my errors paſt, 

« And my wiſh'd death my mangled country heal!“ 


1 LOUISA. 


Brave, gen'rous ices that art moſt great, Rough 
fall'n; | 

Moſt noble, though debas'd ; moſt high, dechron- d! 

How do chy virtues ſoar above thy fate, | 

And ſhew thy foes more baſe ! 


VILLEROT. 


- Biief is the reſt : 
Though. aum in mind, exhauſted her weak frame 
Sunk down in 1 peechleſs grief upon her child, 
And when I would have rais'd her from deſpair, 

And ſooth'd her woes, gently ſhe wav'd her hand 
To ſtop th'attempt. I preſs'd it to my lips 
In fad adieu, and, with a mournful heart, 
1 left her to the pangs of hopeleſs miſery. 


LOUISA. 


COUNT DE VILLEROT. 


LOUIS A. 


Alas, poor Queen ! ! Is it then come to this ? 

Too ſure to hopeleſs mis'ry art thou left, 

When thoſe who ſhould have bled in thy defence, 
Are firſt, with trait'rous hands, to ſhed thy blood! 


VILLER0Ol. 


From D' Orville thou haſt heard the reſt of this 
Accurſed day, with all thoſe monſtrous ſcenes 
Which he encounter'd: how we met thou'ſt heard, 
And how detain'd ; but be aflur'd, my Love, 

We part no more. By his new fr 3 diſpatch'd, 
Henry, it ſeems, will ſoon be here; their aims, 

If I miſtake not, little ſuit with mine; 

On them, however, hang our next reſolves. 
Mean time we all have need of ſhort repoſe.— 
Farewell, my Daughter, for a while. 


' LOUISA. 


Kind Heav'n 
Preſerve my Father, and uphold our cauſe ! 
Exit. Louiſa, 


VILLEROL. 


An hour from hence, my Friend, I beg the aid 
Of thy aſſiſtant voice ; tis then the time 
Henry muſt needs arrive. 


: _ D*ORVILLE. 


I ſhall attend 
Your ſummons, Sir; but rather to obey 


_ Your wiſer. counſels than to offer mine. [Ex. D'Orville. 
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3 nn COUNT DE VILLEROL. 


SCENE VI.  VitLERor ſolvs. 


Unhappy France! how art thou downfall'n low ! 
y once great name how ſunk, and golden fame ! 


Thy honour, once among the nations high, 


Who hail'd thee valiant, gen'rous, and humane, 


How faded now! for merciful and brave, 
They lee thee bloody, treacherous, defil'd 
With fierce contending factions, reckleſs theſe 
What means they ule to further their deſigns, 
Their own defigns, their ozvu ambitious vitws, 
By thund'ring declamations and vile mockery, 
By high pretexts of antique patriotiſm, 

And by the ſacred name of Liberty 

(Still the knaves tool to cheat the gaping crowd) 
So flimſily glols'd over! mean time, alas 

On all ſides deſolation reigns triumphant. 

In every city deadly feuds divide 

And thin the wretched *habitants ; all faith, 
All confidence *twixt man and man, is loſt ; 
Nay, ſuch our frantic rage, the deareſt ties 
Loſe their once force; and father againſt ſon, 
The ſon againſt his fire fierce hatred wage. 

O curſt effect of civil enmity ! 

O wretched country! at the ſelf. ſame time 


A prey to triple ruin. Whom ſpares the ſword 


Famine awaits; or, worſe than either, hate, 
Internal hate, and mortal jealouſies.—— 


Such is thy ſtate, O France ! juſt Rent 


For thy flain people, and thy land deſtroy'd; 
For thy polluted altars, and thy King 


Dethron'd; thy exil'd Nobles, and thy Prieſts 


Proſcrib'd or baniſh'd, murder'd or undone. 
O horrid picture, yet moſt. like My Son, 
On thee depends my future conduct, whether 
Once more to ſtem the tide. of factious rage 
And worſe ambition, to periſh or reſtore 


My ſtill dear country, or while yet I may, . 


It 


COUNT DE VILLEROIl. 


If yet I may, retire till better times, 
And quit this medley of unheard-of crimes. 

But whereſoc'er I go, for France my ſoul 

Shall longing pant, as for its deſtin'd goal. 

So the wreck'd ſeaman o'er the ſea- beat ſtrand 
Wanders, diſtracted for his native land; : 
Or climbs ſome lofty rock, from whoſe ſteep brow 
He ſees the waſte of waters roll below, 

And fees no more; no proſperous bark appears 
To waft him home, and dry his falling tears : 

An exile through his fad remaining years. 


End of the Firſt AR. 
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18 COUNT DE VILLEROT. 


ACT 1 
SCEN E 1. 4 magnificent ahariment i in Fulia's Tous 


at Paris. 


JULIA, CLARA. 
CLARA. 


1 me, my Siſter, whence this fatal change 
In every object that 1 look upon? 

Amaz'd and terrify'd, I gaze around, 

Nor know the ſcenes erewhile ſo dear to me. 

But one ſhort month ago, and this had paſs'd 

For the gay manſion of enchantment ; Julia 
The goddeſs of it! Now, oh hideous change! 

A ſettled gloom is ſpread on every face, 

Some dreadful ſecret fills each anxious breaſt ; 

Some horrid purpole, kept from me alone ! 


JULIA. 


Sure, Clara, thou miſtak'ſt; I ſee no change, 
No ſettled gloom, nor none but what theſe times 
May well excite in every feeling mind. 


* 


CLARA. 


No, no, my Siſter, think me not ſo blind ; 

*T is not theſe times, I] would to Heav'n it were, 

That cauſe the change I note. Haſt thou forgot 

What paſs'd laſt night, what fell from thoſe bad men, 
Thoſe new Aſſociates, and moſt vile ones, 


To my Julia's friendſhip? 
To my _ riendſhip OY 


COUNT DE VILLEROL =— yg. 


JULIA. 


Clara, no more! 
The honeſt men, whom thou defam'ſt, are high 
In the eſteem of France, and my try*d Friends. 
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: CLARA. 

Then, my poor country, art thou loſt indeed! 
Julia, a moment I demand your ear!— 

How 1 have ever held you next my heart 

With tenderneſs beyond a Siſter's ſhare, - 

How I have ever honour'd, how admir'd, 
Thoſe talents, and that mind which rank fo high, 
Heav'n and yourſelf be witneſs for my truth! 
And when each day, as each day {till has — 
Its new adorers to my Julia's ſhrine, ' 

Have I not ſhar'd in the tumultuous joy, 
The bliſs of empire o'er unnumber'd hearts; 
And to be Julia's ſiſter, thought beyond 
The — ſtate of any meaner fair! ? 
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JULIA, 
What would'ſt thou, Clara, with this nice detail? 


CLARA. 


Your patience, Julia. I would prove my right 
With a dear Siſter to expoſtulate. 

Nay more, for all this love I would demand 

Wherefore it happens that I meet a face 

Averted, troubled, true image of the heart 

It repreſents, the frozen, alter'd heart 
Of a once tender friend? O Julia, how. 
Is this, and how have I deſery'd the change? 


— 


JULIA. 


Her tenderneſs o'erthrows my firm reſolves. (4fide) 


—Believe me, Clara, that I bear a heart 
9 | More 


20 | COUNT DE VILLEROL. 


More than repays thy love. But why enquire, 

When that which thou would'ſt know, would but perplex 
Thee worſe, being known, than thy now ignorance ? 
Or ſay, this ſecret is not mine; alone 

Thou know'ſt1 it is not mine. 


CLARA.” 


O moſt unkind! 
When has this heart or known a joy or grief 
It would conceal from Julia ! Julia, who thinks 
The gentle gueſts that laſt night grac'd her board, 
Are fitter guardians of a lady's thoughts, 
Perhaps her honour, than her much wrong'd Siſter, 
O Julia! have I for this elected thee 
The partner of my ſoul, to find myſelf 
Debad beneath theſe vile Aſſociates 
In that perverted breaſt ? 


1 


JULIA. 


Unhappy girl; 
Juſtly I fear'd th'effect of thy fond prayers, 
And was indeed to blame t' encounter them ! 
Yet, ah! once more 1 charge thee to deſiſt, 
Nor riſk our mutual peace. 


CLARA. 


No, Julia, 

*Tis thy refrow alone deſtroys our peace 

Admit but once into thy wounded breaſt 

Sweet confidence, and thou ſhalt feel the calm 

Which firs the preſence of that heav*nly gueſt. 

Sweet Siſter then, in pity to us both, 

No longer ſteel thy ſoul againſt thy foul ; ; 

But tell me who, and whence are thoſe bold men, 

Thar laſt night welcom'd, blaſted let me fay, 

My ſad return ? What means the ſullen front, 

The alter'd mien of Henry? Henry, erewhile 

The nobleſt, moſt ingenuous youth, the world 
Might 


COUNT DE VILLEROl. „ 
Might boaſt of, now thou could'ſt not but have mark'd, 
For lovers eyes are quick and accurate; 5 
That air, that look, which once drew every eye 

To gaze complacent, note no longer charms, 

But clouded, fades, an emblem of his mind! 

But why talk I of him, when ſhe herſelf 

To whom I ſpeak, no longer is herſelf ! 

Where is that gracious air, that angel ſmile, 

That winning ſoftneſs, that mild dignity 

Which gain'd all hearts? O Julia, tell me why 
Thou ſtand'ſt of thy fair ſelf the monument, 
Whoſe marble beauties coldly repreſent | 
Thy living charms? Ah, can you have forgot 
How happy once the gliding days paſt by, 

When love and friendſhip waited on each hour ? 
How oft, with Henry, have we playful chid 
The ſwift wing'd time that bade us ſeparate, 
While converſation ſtill was at its height! 

How would he beg another hour, till it 

Were paſt or ere his ſuit. Methinks I ſee him 
The laſt bleſt ev'ning that we paſs'd together; 
Twas on his birth-day, which by chance we had known! 
Can you forget the tenderneſs that mix'd 

In his ſurpriſe, when in our gallant dreſs, 

And 1n the blaze of light that feſtive ſhone 

He read our hearts? Weep'ſt thou, Julia, to hear 
Of theſe departed days? | too would weep, 

But hoping their return. 


F 


JULIA. 


28 Never, no never 
Shall thoſe days return—Clara, thou haſt found 
The way into my heart :—nay, ſpare thy joy; 
Far other feelings ſuit the confidence _ 1 185 
Which thou ſo blindly urg'ſt. Know then, fond girl, 
Thoſe men of yeſternight are, as thou call'ſt them, 
Villains! aye, bloody villains! wauld'ſt know more? 
They are my friends, the partners of this breaſt, 


Aiders, abettors in a deed moſt foul ! 
CLARA. 


22 COUNT DE VILLEROl. 


CLARA. 


O grief, O horror inexpreſlible ! 
Is't Julia ſpeaks, and do I live to hear? 
What curſed fiend thus tempts thee to thy fall) 
Ah quick repent, while yet 'tis in thy power, 
Thy dire deſign, and diſappoint his rage 


JULIA. 


And doſt thou think me then ſo weak of mind, 
So giddy, and fo light? Canſt thou ſuſpect 
That with a raſh and inconſid'rate haſte 
I've leapt the bounds of honour, to turn back 
And whine and tremble ofer a fruitleſs crime? 
Firſt periſh he, that proud unfeeling man, 
Who rais'd the ſtorm which ravages this breaſt; 
Then if thou ſpeaK'it of penitence, thy voice 


May chance to ſour:d in time, which now is harſh 


And moſt diſcordant, — : 


CLARA. 
Sure it muſt be ſo 
And her diforder'd ſenſes ſhadow out 


Vain wrongs, and ſchemes of vengeance. Righteous 


Powers, 
Impute not evil to a mind unhing'd! 


JULIA. 


Her words are daggers to my throbbing her 1 . 40 Ade) 


Misjudging Clara, widely doſt thou err. 
Then hear, if ſtill thou art inclin'd to hear, 
The ſtory of my hopes, but now in bloom, 

| Now blighted, wither'd, and for ever fall'n ! 


Thou'ſt ſeen me, Clara, Deſmond's envy'd wife, 
The faireſt, wealthieſt, of rich Bourdeaux dames: 


No port fo diſtant but it laid its ſtores 
At Deſmond's feet, no winds fo contrary 
That did not waft the richly laden bark 


T'en- 


COUNT DE VILLEROl. 
Teencreaſe his ſtate : a kingly palace ſeem'd 
His houſe, enrich'd by tributary nations: 
All this was mine, ſo dear was Deſmond's love. 
I lov'd him too, with ſuch a grateful love 
As Daughters feel for an indulgent Father. 
He aſk'd no more.—Be, Julia, would he ſay, 
But happy, Deſmond's bleſt : and ſo I ſeem'd; 
Seem'd happy, Clara, for kind Deſmond's Bike. 
But ah, there rankled deep within my heart 
A fatal wound, the bane of happineſs; 
And while the name of Julia matchleſs ſtood, 
An inſtance of ſucceſs and rareſt fortune; 
While Julia's wealth and beauty were the theme 
- every tongue, and all her ſex's envy, 

In ſecret Julia pin'd, and pin'd the more 

| Becauſe aſham'd to tell her heartfelt griefs : 
Alone, unſeen, I curs'd my fatal charms 


That made me Deſmond's wife; an humbler ſphere 


Had haply brought content, and J had paſs'd 
Unenvy'd, as unenvying, through life, 
Obſcure and happy. But O who could bear 
To be at once ſo high, and yet,—ah Clara, 
Pity the weakneſs which you never knew! 
Was I to blame that I was rich and fair? 
Was I to blame I was not nobly born? 
Was I to blame that 1 was Deſmond's wife, 
And ſhar'd his princely fortune and his ſtate? 
For this, O infolence of proud nobility! _ 
For this, ſelected by each high-born dame, 
The mark of envy and contemptuous hate, 
Purſued with lotty looks and ſcornful ſmiles, 
1 paſs'd a ſtately, ſolitary life: 
Each heart ſeem'd ſhut to my advance, each face 
Envelop'd in reſerve and tedious form, 
While 1, by nature form'd for ſocial joys, 
And all the charins of mutual intercourſe, 
Alone, unfriended, mourn'd my cruel fate, 
And loath*d, and pin'd, and ficken'd at the fight 
dull mag nificence and gorgeous ſtate, 
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„„ COUNT DE VILEROI. 


O could I paint as ſtongly as I felt | 
The anguiſh of theſe days, thou'dſt own them curs'q 
(Alas, I little thought of thoſe to come!) 
Five years they laſted, until Deſmond's death”; 
Thrice worthy Deſmond, thou deſerv'dſt more tears 
Than I could give. In haſte I left the ſcenes 
So painful to my foul ;—here fix'd my abode, 
And here you came to me— 


CLARA. 


And found you, Julia, 
Bleſt, as J vainly thought, in Henry's love; 
But ah, too late, I find your heart ne'er knew 
A Sitter” 5 * a Siſter's friendſhip! 


JuLIA. 


Reproach me not; no want of confidence 
Occaſion'd. my reſerve; but as thy youth 
Forbade me to reveal my former griefs, ſo now 
A ſomething in thy artleſs, unſuſpecting 
Nature kept me filent, nor could I bear 

To vex thy gentle boſom with my hopes 
While yet uncertain; nor to tell to thee 

What from myſelf I had been glad to hide. 
Thou found'ſt me, ſay'ſt thou, bleſt in Henry's love? 
Thou didſt indeed, bleſt paſt my higheſt hopes 
Ye trait'rous hopes! and O thou curſt ambition, 
Why didft thou take an angel's gracious form 

To tempt me to my ruin: >” Gentle Clara, 

Look back upon the melancholy tale 

Thou heard'ſt but now; now view the dazzling ſcene 
That open'd to my ſoul, and thou wilt own 
Never was grief, nor ever rage more juſt 


CLARA. 


My Siſter, ſtill thy words are intricate: 
Ah, ſpeak thy griefs that 1 may take my ſhare. 


wr. 


COUNT DE VILLEROT. 25 


JULIA. 


Ves, thou ſhalt know my ſhame, alas, too ſoon! 

For ſure twill grieve thy gentle breaſt to know 

A Siſter's ſhame rejected, ſcorn'd, betray'd! 

Runs it not ſo, proud Henry? But take care 
Thou and thy houſe ; on no ſafe ground ye ſtand! 


CLARA. 


Betray'd, rejected, Julia! didſt thou ſay, 
Or did I hear (would it were ſo) amiſs 5 


JULIA. 


Henry, have I deſerv'd this baſeſt change? 
Ah, where are all thoſe vows, thoſe ardent vows 
That I have heard with fondeſt extacy ? 

They live but in this heart; and he who made them 
Is —— cruel Fate, why am I ſingled out 

To bear theſe monſtrous wrongs ? was't not enough 
To ftrive againſt the world's proud infolence ! 

But there, ev'n there, where I had treaſar'd up 

My deareſt hopes ; where love, ambition— 

Yes, I confeſs ambition had its ſhare 

In my beſt hopes; already did I triumph, | 
Triumph'd o'er thoſe who once had ſcorn'd my place, 
And enviouſly purſued me with their hate : 

A modeſt triumph to conciliate love, 

But vain and viſionary as my hopes! 

O, wouldſt thou think it, all th'exceſs of love, 

And all thoſe vows, and all thoſe oaths, which thou 
So oft haſt heard, are cancell'd by a Father's 
Peeviſh prohibition ! The very day 

Lou left me, this perfidious lover came | 
With unbleſs'd voice, t'unfold the fatal tidings ! 
O Clara, aſk me not the reſt; for never 

Would I recall the mem'ry of that day 

Accurs'd, unleſs to urge me on to vengeance ! 
Know too, that this is ftill within my reach ; 
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26 ' COUNT DE VILLEROI. 


Still Henry's in my pow'r; and, by my wrongs, 
Pl uſe this power to the confuſion 

Of the haughty Villeroi. Aſk me not how, 
Nor further queſtion of my fix'd reſolves ; 

Too much thou'ſt forc'd from me already. 


SCENE. II. Enter 3 „ 


* 


SERVANT: 
Madam, | 
Two gentlemen to wait MPO vou 
; JULIA. 
Perron and Villeneuy de, 18 ot not? 
Say I attend them. | | * Serv. 
CLARA. 


And will you leave me thus | 
A prey t to wild conjecture? is ſuch confidence 


Or worthy thee or me? Stay, 1 vou 


JULIA. 
Clara, deſiſt, or dread my worſt diſpleaſure : 
Too e 1 tell thee, thou wilt curſe thy knowledge! 


. Julia. 
CLARA. | 


Cruel, cruel Julia !—her looks are pale, 


And on her brow ſit hate and ſtern revenge. 
O what courſe ſhall I take to fave a Siſter! 
Kind Heav'n inſtruct, aſſiſt my anxious love! 


Is the not well deſerving of your care! 


Ah ſure, in virtue as in beauty, brightly 
She ſhone till this ſad hour : alas the change! 
Some evil pow'r now rules her troubled mind, 


And moulds it to his curſed purpoſes. 


O Thou all good, vouchſafe to interpoſe 


5 Ty aid to counteract his influence! 5 Exit. 


SCENE 


COUNT DE VILLEROT. 


SCENE III. opens and diſcovers Villeneuve and 
Perron: : they come forward. 


PERRON. 
Why what a precious piece of miſchief's this ! 
And fo becauſe old Villeroi frowns upon | 
Her marriage with his Son, in pure revenge 
She's chang'd her principles ; and this ſame Henry, 
Who whin'd of moderation and mild meaſures - 
Until they pall'd upon the milkieſt of us, 
She's turn'd into a firebrand of excels ! 
Why this is as it ſhould be: but how is't 
She ſen'ls this morning Henry to his Father 
With friendly wiſhes to ſecure his ſafety, 
And Urges him to ſeek 1 it in our party ? 


- VILLENEUVE. 


Thou wert not wont, my Friend, to be fo dull: 
Think'ſt thou the noble Villeroi, whoſe great mind, 
Unſhackl'd by the pride of anceſtry, 
So highly ſoar'd in the bright cauſe of freedom ; 5 
So nobly facrific'd all ſelfiſh views; 

So bravely ſcorn'd the dear prerogatives 
Of wealth and place, and for the gen'ral good 


Ran glorious hazard? Think'ſt thou, I ſay, that he." | 


Fo lately hail'd his country's great delivw'rer, 
Conſcious of high deſert and deathleſs fame, 
Will owe his ſafety to ignoble ſtooping 

To Julia and her friends, whoſe principles 

He moſt abhors? Julia 4ows otherwiſe, 

And but t' enlarge the breach which ſhe firſt caus'd, 
Would ſpare th'inſidious offer; nay, yet further, 
Or I am mach miſtaken ; or there lurks 
Within her mind ſome deep deſign of vengeance 
To which this ſeeming kindneſs is the prelude; 
Nor leſs than Villeroi' s life will ſate her malice ! 


7 
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In vain had faction tempted to rebel; 
As diſtant thunders that roll by unheeded 


28 COUNT DE vIILEROl. 


PERRON. 


But prithee, Villeneuve, is it poſſible 

That Henry is brought over to theſe plans? 

Such inconſiſtency 1s paſt belief! 

His duty will not let him warry Julia, 

And yet forbids him not to join with her 

In ſchemes that level at his Father's life ! 

Now, by my ſoul, this js true, genuine miſchief, 
And grateful to our cauſe! But how's this, Villeneuve? 
You look as if you mourn'd our thriving cauſe ! 


VILLENEUVE. 


I knew Lord Villeroi once, whom ſtate affairs 
Made frequent at the office which thou know'ft— 


Al know it well; and know that from this office, 
In ſpite of thy good ſervice, thou waſt hurl'd 


Ta poverty and vile contempt ; and all 
To trick a worthleſs minion with thy ſpoils : | 
But thou, tis like, haſt quite forgot thy wrongs ! 


 VILLENEUVE. 


Perron, ere that I muft forget myſelf, 
And what I hold far dearer than myſelf. 

But of Lord Villeroi thus much let me fay, 
His heart has ſtill been large as are his fortunes ; 
Not ſhewn in waſteful, ſelfiſh luxury, 

But in adminiſt'ring with liberal hand, 

With choice and judgment, to the wants of others: 
Such largeſſes ſhew true benevolence! 

For his deportment, it is ſuch as ſuits | 
The friend of man, the likeneſs of his mind, 
Not of his rank. I tell thee truly, Perron, 

Had all our Great ta'en pattern by Lord Villeroi, 


COUNT DE VILLEROT. 
Had been her feeble voice. Say, who o'erthrew 


The Great! the Great themſelves, whoſe now fall'n ſtare, 


But for themſelves, was fix'd and permanent 
As that of France itſelf. | 


, PERRON. 

| Curſe on them all; 
But chiefly on our wayward proſelyte 

Within, 4 Woman's ſlaviſh inſtrument! | 
Didſt mark him, Villeneuve, with what inſolence 
He laſt night canvaſs'd my authority, 

For that I'd ſhut the gates upon his Father 


And their proud minion, D' Orville? By Heav 'n, 1 prize 


The uy the more, fince thus it galls his pride. 


 VILLENEUVE, 
I mark'd the combat 'twixt his love and rage, 
Which, but for Julia's chaſt' ning looks, had burſt 
Into a flane: to her his ſoul's ſubdu'd, - 
Save what remains of duty to his Father, 15 
Which he would fain deny ; but Nature's eries 
Still force their way, and reaſſert her cauſe, 
You name his conduct Inconſiſtency; 
Name jt more fitly, Love; for fo it is, 
Love in th'extreme, wound up to th higheſt pick 
Love that compels him to ſee Julia fair 
In mind as form: nothing to him ſo bright 
As Julias s honour and integrity. 


PERRON. 


Ev'n name it what you will, fo it but lead 

To Villeroi's fall. The virtues of that man 
On which thou dwell'ſt with ſuch warm eulogy, 
Will elſe, *tis plain, undo our cauſe. —But ſee 


Where comes the lady and her laver with her 1 
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covvr DE VILLEROT. : 


y + 


SCENE I. Enter Jura and Henzy. 


| JULIA. F101 8 


Jour pardon, Gentlemen, if I have ©" 

' You wait too long attendance :* the intereſt 
With which I look upon this embaſſy 

Has made me talkative, and I've FSA 
Your friend to hear a woman's ole counſe] ! ! 


7. 


HENRY. 


Diſparage not, bright Julia, the ci 

Which, wrapp'd i in ſweeteſt accents, bears the ſtamp 
Of ſacred reaſon. How ſacred then to me 5 
For whom it flows! O Villeroi, O my Father! 
May it have force to draw thee from thy error! 
My friends, one poor requeſt-I Bu to make, 
Which in the hurry of alt night eſcap'd 
My mention; tis that D'Orville, the #005 friend 
And ſoon the ally of our houſe, bejoin'd | 
Together with my Father in our cauſe : 

If he accede, I anſwer with my life 

His truth and firmneſs ; and if he refuſe, 

Juli I gende him to the e e 


| PERRON. 


1 truſt him not. And much I am ſurpris d 

That one admitted by eſpecial ſuff®rance = 

Of this high cauſe, ſhould yet ſo ſoon forget | 
Both it, and the great ſouls with whom he's join'd : 

This I confels excites my wonder; yet 

More, tharhe who 2 . 


4 


- HENRY. 


5 Seem' d, thou churliſh Perron! 
What wouldſt th add? doſt thou pretend to ſet: "= 
—_ I'd we calm —T pray thee urge me not! 55 | 
OE PERRON. 


COUNT: DE VILEE ROI. 31 
PERRON. 


Wat! ſhall this D'Orville, "who, a ſullen pride, 5 
Has kept aloof in all our glorious ſtruggles, 4 — 
Be join'd with heroes, born to rid the world _ © 
Of Beings like himſelf ! of haughty Fav'rites 
And titled Sy cophants, of pamper'd Slaves 

To a vile Court's abandon'd luxury, 

Of which both he En” | . 


HENRY. 


For thy life no more! 
I tell thee, Perron, far as higheſt Heav'n 
Outſhines the baſeſt earth thou tread*ſt u 
So bright, ſo pore is Dorrile s ſoul to thine. 2 


952 ; £ PERRON. 


Ha, thou 5884 Lord] for ſuch I ſee thou art 

In words and will, ſpite of thy bragging claims 

And loud pretence to popularity.— | 

But it is plain, I ſay, th'inducement's plain 
That brings theſe ſcornful Nobles to our cauſe ; 

The ſafer fide has ſtill its charms, and fer 

No leſs than love can make its proſelytes. 


N enn lays his hand upon his — | 
„„ Julia and Villeneuve interpoſe.) j 
ban HENRY. | 
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JULIA. 


( Villeneuve takes Perron apart.) 
For my ſake, Henry, calm your glowing rage ! | 
Confider your great Father's intereſt ! 
Conſider this man's influence in the ſtate ! 
And fave your vengeance to a fitter time, _— 


HENRY. 
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| | ; HENRY. 

Be it then ſo; but if I not find time 
To puniſh this vile outrage, may all knaves 
Take pattern after this; nay, treat me worſe, 
And boaſt how patiently I ſtand to bear it. 


; VILLENEUVE (returning with Perron) 
Believe me, Sir, my friend is much concern'd 
At what has paſs'd ; before he was aware, 
He loſt himſelf, and now intreats your pardon, 


PERRON. - 


Tis even ſo—and for a haſty temper, 

Is ſtill th*infirmity of gen'rous minds; 

With you I freely make it my excuſe :— 
For what reſpects your friend, I alſo blame 
My too raſh words, and would oblit'rate them 
By urging him with you t'embrace our party ; 
Nay more, I anſwer for his good reception! 


HENRY. 


O Sir! I look'd not for ſo quick a change: 

But know that conſcious virtue ſtill is prone 

To pardon and forget unjuſt aſperſions; | 

Tis guilt and cowardice make men implacable.— 
For me, ſo much : Moſt freely I forgive 

Your foul reproach. For what regards my friend, 
We'll find another time for it; tall when, 

| Sink we our quarrels in the public cauſe. 


„ron 
Moſt willingly. You. will not find me flow; 
Of that be ſure, to anſwer for myſelf. 
Well Sir, you'll not forget. And now, my friends, 


{To Julia and Villeneuve) 
| Your 


COUNT DE VILLEROl. 5 
Your gentle wiſhes follow me to Belmont; 
For France I plead no leſs than for my Father; 

For whoſe, than Villeroi's ſervices, ſtand higher 
In's country's annals, if then to be gain'd 

"Twere ſure of greateſt moment to our cauſe !— 
But well, my friends, you know his worth, nor need 
From me the uſeleſs repetition— 

Moſt lovely and moſt gen'rous of thy ſex ! 

Thy noble conduct ſure will touch his heart. 
Perhaps he may relent and own thy virtues, 

And we may yet be bleſt! My worthy friends, 
Adieu; you'll meet me here at my return? 


VILLENEUVE. ' 


We will; and hope to find you have ſucceeded. 
No cauſe but might be proud of ſuch a friend 
As him you ſeek. Madam, we take our leaves, 


JULIA. 


Succeſs attend you, gentlemen; and know 
That none takes deeper int'reſt in't than Julia. 


HENRY. 


Me do believe it, Julia; and that belief | 
Shall teach me to perſuade, though nature fail'd 
Jo ſpeak, nor warn'd me for a Father's ſafety. 
Once more, fair Julia, adieu; a ſhort adieu. 
Exit Henry, with Perron and Villeneuve. 


JULIA. 


Thus far my plans ſucceed : and well I know 
Villeroi's high mind will ſpurn the baſe idea 
Of ſeeking ſafety with the men he hates. 
_ it he would at any rate, much more 

hen offer'd him by me whom he has wrong'd ; 
Wrong'd in the deareſt points, my love and fame! 
In vain precaution urg'd me to beware 


Urg'd how improbable that Villeroi's fon 
4 F Could 


— then 


34 COUNT DE MLLEROI. 
Could join his fate to the ignoble Julia! 
Ignoble, though poſleſs'd of princely wealth! 
But love and Henry ſpake a diff*rent language: 
To them I liſten'd, ſcorning_the reſtraint 

Of narrow minds and -vulgar prejudice, 

Secure in conſcious innocence, ſecure, 

Fatal ſecurity, of Henry's heart, 

I own'd, nay, glory'd in my love. Alas, 

I thought the reſt of life a ſummer's day; 

But clouds and darkneſs ſuddenly ariſe, 

Blaſt the gay ſcene, and ſnatch away my hopes; 
Tremble ye authors of this curſed change, 

Nor think, though ſcorn'd, that I will fall alone! 
No, thou proud Villeroi, thou ſhalt find too late, 
Both thee and thine involv'd in my dire fate. 


* 


End of the Second 48, 


ACT 


' COUNT DE VILLEROL. 35 


ACE HL 
SCENE I. Chateau de Villeroi. 


M. DE VILLEROI alone. 8 


2 : | | 
'Tis now the promis'd time of Henry's coming, 
It ſeems, with ſome propoſals from his friends 
Of high concern—but what ſhould they propoſe 
To which my honour will not bid diſſent? 
Too well I know them, and too late deplore 
Their ties with Henry. Ah, whom have I to blame 
For theſe—whom but myſelf! Vainly I thought 
That Henry's virtues muſt preponderate; 
To them I truſted and his juſt intentions : 
But what are theſe without experience? 
Perhaps (let me confeſs my fault) I hop'd 
That Villeroi's ſon might hold th'aſcendency 
His Father held; nor weigh'd the difference 
Between the preſent ſet of men and thoſe 
With whom myſelf fo often had prevail'd, 
Nay, but th'event, at firſt, ſeem'd juſtify 
My hopes, and Henry's voice, ſucceſsfully 
Oppos'd the rage of fierceſt Demagogues, 
Taught them to hearken to the laws of juſtice, 
And own the dictates of humanity. | AY 
What might this mean? Were theſe compliances 
But feign'd ! the mere device of Flattery | 
By which ſhe takes th'unwary in her toils ? 
O Henry, had Virtue then no deeper hold, 


80 deeply grafted | No, it cannot be; 
F 2 Nor 


36 COUNT DE VILLEROl. 
Nor is thy caution ſo to be abus'd. 
Far other ſtratagem has form'd this league, 
Whoſe influence 1 deprecate. Say, Julia, 
Art thou enough reveng'd? for well I ſee 
This is thy doing, proud, vindictive woman! 


True I refus'd thee for the wife of Henry ; 


But does it therefore follow that thy love 
Be turn'd to hate! that thou muſt needs involve 
His youth in ruin and diſgrace ! or, hop'ſt thou 
By theſe foul meafures to extort conſent 


Not granted willingly ! —Wherefore deny'd ? 
But that I knew thy dang'rous character, 


And not, as thou ſuppos'ſt, from prejudice. 
But he is here 


SCENE II. Enter HENRY. 


My Son, whatever brings thee 

To theſe paternal arms, they give thee welcome ! 
I might reproach thy too long abſence hence; 
But I forbear, and know to make allowance 

For the effects of ſenſibility. 

Believe me, Henry, if when laſt we met 

I cruſh'd thy hopes of making Julia thine, 

My boſom fel no leſs than thine, the wound 
Giv'n to thy love. $4 


HENRY. 
Beſeech you, Sir, no more 


I ſhould deſerve the name of baſeſt ingrate, 


Could I be doubtful of your tenderneſs. 
Nor you, my Father, think reſentment kept me 
From your paternal arms — forbade t'indulge 
The paſſion of my ſoul, I ſought its cure: 
Nay more, Julia herſelf firſt urg'd to this; 
Set me the great example ; to the ſtate 


COUNT DE VILLEROT. 37 


Devoting her rare talents and her wealth. 

In lieu of love, tis liberty, my Father, 

Lights up her ſacred flame within our hearts. 

Your pardon, Sir, if I recall the time - 

When my young ſoul firſt caught from you the ſpark 
Now kindled to a blaze, you bade me cheriſh it, 
Calbd it the principle of manly virtue, 

The baſe and pillar of true dignity. 


VILLEROT. 


And ſo J call it ſtill, though by bad men 
Perverted to deſigns of villany ! 

But to the purport, Henry, of your viſit, 
Whoſe preface, 1 muſt plainly tell you, bodes 
Slight fatisfaction to yourſelf or me. 5 


HENRY, 


Thus then it is:—There are who dare aſſert 
(Though few as yet their number, and ſcarce heard) 
That Villeroi's ſentiments no longer breathe 
The love of freedom ; that his foul, enchain'd 
To ancient forms, and preſcripts out of date, 

IIl brooks the loftier flights of liberty; 

That with a jealous eye he views our claims, 
Determin'd claims to juſt Equality; 

And ſhews a more than due compaſſion 

For the fall'n ſtate of perjur'd Majeſty. 

Such 1s the language of malevolence, 

Stung with the credit of ſuperior virtue. 

"Tis yours, my Father, to diſpel th'effect 

Of theſe baſe whiſperings, unſafe o'erlook. 
All eyes expectant fix on you, who firſt 
Greatly ſtood forth to break our galling chains; 
Deſert not then the cauſe of liberty :— | 
Erewhile She claim'd you for her Sire, O let 
A Father's feelings plead in her behalf. 
Permit your anxious Son, permit his Friends 
Tentreat you to reſume your former ardour ; 


— — 
— 


Deign, 
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. 38 COUNT DE VILLER0Ol. 


Deign, Sir, to join your fate to ours, to add 
Your ſtrength and counſels to our cauſe: for this 
I fought your preſence, in my own behalf, 

And of thoſe noble Friends with whom I at, 

Nobles of Nature, form'd in her happieſt mood. 

My Julia too (ſcorn not her virtuous efforts) 
With deepelt int'reſt for your ſafety, urg'd me 
To repreſent the fatal conſequences 
Which wait your longer inactivity! 

To preſs you by your own much valued life, 

By the ſtrong ties of your paternal love, 

To haſte this union. Already do the people 
Murmur at your retreat, and call it treaſon 

To the public weal: th' events of yeſterday 
(Of this yourſelf had but too ſtriking proof) 
Confirm their diſcontents; delay not then, 

My Father, to appeaſe their dang'rous clamours ; 

In time regain the public confidence. 

My Friends, though each in th'art of government 
And the great rights of liberty well {kill'd, 

Yet all, in ſuch reſpect they hold you, Sir, 

Prepare to hear your voice with deference 

Due to your wiſdom and experience. 

From me impatiently they wait your anſwer. 

Be favourable, my Father, to our wiſhes ! 

But O! above all, be favourable to yourſelf ! 


VILLEROT. 


Alas! my Son, do then my fears prove true? 
And mult I rank you with a deſp'rate faction, 
Whoſe ſacrilegious hands detain in bonds 
And foul indignity their lawful King, 

And in his ſtead, audaciouſly hold out 

To the deſpis'd and cheated multitude 

The empty phantom of Equality ? 
With thoſe, whoſe curs'd ambition has pull'd down 
The creſt of Majeſty Cuprear their own, . 


And for the golden ſceptre of a King, . 
| With 


COUNT DE VILLEROT. 39 


With mercy borne and ſacred juſtice, ſhake 
A ſcourge of iron through our frighted land? 
Unhappy France! who *gainſt one Monarch's ſway 
Haſt call'd a thouſand tyrants to thy aid! 
Nay, worſe, there's zone ſo vile, but in his pride 
Fancies himſelf a King for him dethron'd. 
Such are our champions in the cauſe of freedom, 
And ſuch the men, my Henry, calls his Friends ! 
But I would know, before I make them mine, 
On what authority they now throw off 
Thoſe vows of duty and allegiance, 
So lately in the face of Heav'n pronounc'd. 
To injur'd Sov'reignty? Tell me, my Son, 
What ſay theſe patrons of the Rights of Men, 
Who blaz'd ſo lately with far different zeal ? 
Who ſwore ſo hotly to maintain the cauſe 
Of Kingly pow'r and wholeſome liberty; 
Of ſuch reſtraint, as but reſtrain'd the bad, 

And to the good gave juſt ſecurity ? | 
Wnat pow'r has chang'd the rights of Sovereigns ? 
Annull'd the compact ſeal'd by mutual oaths ? : 
Pluck'd from a Monarch's brow the golden crown, 

And bade us break our deep-pledg'd faith 


HENRY. 


e Himſelf! 

His ſhameleſs treaſons to the public weal; 

His ſecret and avow'd hoſtilities 

To that too ſlender barrier of our freedom, 

The conſtitution by yourſelf devis'd 

{Too flender as it prov'd to ſtop a tyrant, 
Though well it may be judg'd a maſterpiece) ; 
And which with vows, with tears, and oaths, he ſwore 
To rev'rence; falſely he ſwore, and meets 

The due reward of perjur'd treachery. 

Ceaſe then, my Father, to enforce a compact 

By his own crimes annull'd, nor urge thoſe rights 


To violated faith, fo juſtly forfeit, 5 


Forget 


410 © COUNT DE VILLEROT. 


F orget not, Sir, that at that ſelf-ſame altar, 
Where We” e vow'd to him obedience, 

He allo ſwore to them fidelity. | 
In Heav'n recorded, ſtands the mutual oath, 
Not to be broken with impunity : 

T*whom then belongs the crime of perjury? 
To whom but him, —and give me leave to add, 
To him no leſs the harth aſperſions 

Injuſtice heaps fo largely on our cauſe. 


VILLEROl. 


That wild rebellion, my Son, ſhould 8 
T'uphold itſelf by falſehood, is but conſonant 
To the black bufinels which it has in hand; 
Nor other anſwer merits than contempr. 

For as oft times the limb's fo much diſeas'd, 


That it muſt needs be lopp'd to fave the man, 


So the corrupted humours of the ſtate, 

Which even now break out in bloody violence, 
Demand th'extremeſt hand of rugged juſtice 
To fave the ſtate itſelf from periſhing. 
Unanſwer'd then, and ripe for chaſtiſement, 
Well might we leave theſe traitors to the fate 
Their crimes muſt quickly bring upon their heads. 
But when a Father finds his dear lov'd Son 
Involv'd in this accurs'd Society, 
O then he reaſons in a different ſtrain: 
Then mild entreaties and perſuaſion 
Become him better than auſterity !— 
But O, my Son! how haſt thou found the heart, 
How dar'd to pour this torrent of abuſe, 
Abuſe, and falſehood mix'd, againſt thy King? 
Say'it thou that he releas'd our ſolemn oaths, 
By firſt forgetting his? O moſt unjuſt!” 
Tis thou that haſt forgot the provocations, 
Which in his ſubjects forc'd him ſee his foes! 
_ Their infults, wrongs, and moſt unmanly threats, 
Their treaſons to his juſt ere, | 

| Beſides 


| COUNT DE VILLEROT. 

Beſides the dread of ruffian violence 

Both to himſelf and his unhappy Queen: 

Theſe wrongs, my Son, do more than palliate 

The falling off you treat as perjury. 

But grant ſome ſymptoms of the former government 

At firſt appear'd to vitiate the new— 3 

Does the diſorder'd body in a moment 

Regain its priſtine vigour? No, long time, 

Though heal'd, remain the marks of former weakneſs: 

So neither does the mind at once throw off | 

The chains impos'd by ancient prejudice. 

Allow we to the King ſome little blame, 

Reſts it with Us t'inflict the puniſhment ? 

Againſt the guilty Father arms the Son! 

No, no; he pities, trembles, and forbears. 

Nor think leſs ſacred are the right of Kings; 

We are their Children, God alone their Judge! 

And if ſometimes they're ſent by him in anger, 
Behoves us not inflame that anger more, 

By vainly ſtriking at the juſt correction: 

Behoves us to be wiſe and circumſpect, 

Nor madly rend the ſtate with civil broils, 

And call its overthrow its renovation. _ 

Then yet, my Son, in time be well advis'd, 

Quick meaſure back thoſe fatal ſteps again, 

Which, in the courſes of abhorr'd rebellion, * 

Have led you to the very brink of ruin 

And O much worſe, ſet there your country too! 

Nor think your King unworthy of your faith, 

Taught by paſt ſufferings, he ſees his faults, 

And in addition to the will, has gain'd 

The means t'enſure his people's happineſs. 

Do you aſſume the taſk of bringing back 

Your guilty friends to their obedience, _ 

Be mine to gain their pardon from the King: 
So ſhall fair Freedom raiſe her drooping head 
(Such freedom as in happy Britain thrives) 

Protecting and Protected by the crown. 


VVV AHENRT. 
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COUNT DE VILLEROT. 


HENRY. 


No, Sir; 'tis now too late: time was, indeed, 

When haughty Monarchs with impunity | 

Could trample on their proſtrate ſubjects necks : 
Nought then too baſe for Gallic loyalty 

To crouch and tremble under : rous'd at length, 

Ev'n Gallic tameneſs turns, and cries revenge. 

And think you, Sir, tis now to be withheld ? 

Arreſt the fury of the ruſhing tides ; 

Stop ſhort the nimble chariot of the ſun, 

As through yon ſpace it bounds too ſwift for thought; 
Then, and not ſooner, may I own it poſſible 

To check the zeal of Heav'n-born liberty 

*Tſhould ſeem as though the thronged ftreets of Pari 
Were but one echo with ten thouſand tongues, 

And Liberty the only ſound they knew. 

Millions of oe. for vpn 


VILLEROl. 


% Licence they mean, when they cry Liberty; 

% For who loves that muſt firſt be wiſe and good.“ 

But who are theſe that rend the air for freedom ? 

A mob, a rabble ever in extremes; 

To-day, the baſe idolaters of power 

To- morrow, tyrants of a trembling world: 

Jet ſtill but tools of more contriving brains, 

The heated and intemp' rate inſtruments 

Of baſe revenge and bloody villany. 

Witneſs ye fatal ſcenes of yeſterday ? 

Witneſs, who firſt let looſe the fiends of ſlaughter ? 

Who pointed out the victims of their vengeance? 
Who taught the crimes of helpleſs infancy, 

Of trembling mothers, and, + aged fires? 

Who that the tear of pity call'd for death? 

Who brought eternal ſhame upon our land? 


Who, to ſum up the meaſure of their guilt, 


Who would have led theſe ruffian bands to ſteep : 
Their 


* Milton, 


COUNT DE VILLEROI. 43 


Their thirſty poniards in their Monarch's blood? 

Bear witneſs Heav'n and Earth, *twas thoſe who braw 
The loudeſt in the cauſe of Liberty! pe 
The leaders, tyrants, of your vile Aſſembly. 


HENRY. 5 


My Father - pray you tempt me not too far !— 

But that ſome other tongue had ſpoken thus, 

And if he had not paid his raſhneſs dearly, | 
Why Heav'n—ſet up your Monarch's throne again! 


' VILLEROL. | 


O 'tis much more than ye deſerve, or you 

Or your pernicious friends. But why this rage ? 

ls it becauſe you neither can diſown __ 

A baſe fraternity with this vile crew, 

Nor yet deny their crimes? O fouleſt ſhame, 

To be enleagu'd with villains 'gainft your King! 
With monſters, butchers of the human race, 

Againſt th'indulgent Father of his people! 


HENRY. 


Ves, we admit the juſtice of the term, 
And own him truly Father of his people, 

To whom we owe the Rights of Liberty: 
*Tis he who has reſtor'd thoſe long loſt rights, 

Offspring of his infirm duplicity : | 

To him and to his crimes we. owe our freedom, 

And now we nobly offer to the world 

Our aid and our efample to be free. 

But ah, if yet, to ſhame and virtue loſt ; 

If yet within the boſom of this land 

There lives who would reſtore the name of King, 

And wear again the chains of flavery, 

Kind Heav'n inflict ſome choſen puniſhment ! 

In fierceſt torments ſnatch. him to quick death ! 

Periſh his name for ever from all mouths : | | 

| G 2 | 1 Or, 
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Or, if it lives, thus be it ſtill recall'd, 
“ The Slave and Traitor to his Country- s good! e 


VILLER Ol. 


Matchleſs preſumption! And was it your errand 
To drag us to your cauſe by menaces ? 
Are we fo little known among your friends, 
To make it probable that we thould yield 
To this unmannerly and rude attack ? 
This boyiſh rage inſtead of argument ? 
Or muſt we place it to their meſſenger, 
Who ſo forgets himſelf, and us, his Father ? 
| (Alas, he little knows a Father's feelings) 
But whichſoe'er it be it lictle recks. 
Back, thou ungrateful, back to thoſe that ſent thee ; + 
Tell them, that Villeroi may not owe his ſafety 
To a confed'racy in crimes and bloodſhed : 
Tell them, “ That Slave and Traitor to his Country, 
With his beſt blood he would reſtore his King :” 
And add beſides, he marks the policy, 
Which joining in an angry woman's quarrel, 
| Bereaves him of the honour of his Son: 
Then bid them judge the fitneſs of an union 
Between themſelves and us. Here break we off 
Till cooler judgment bring me back my Son: 
Mean time, theſe doors which {till have welcom'd bim 
Their deareſt gueſt, take note, theſe once ſpread doors 
Are clos'd for ever to the Friend of Traitors! 
2 [Exit Villeroi. 
HENRY. | 


Why then for ever they are clos'd ; what then! 

What be the mighty charms that. haunt theſe doors? 

By Heav'n, this is the very peeviſhnels 

Of aged infirmity, which cannot bear 

The flighteſt oppoſition to its will! 

And ſuits, it with the dignity of freedom 

To pay a tame regard to it ? to bow to it? 

As well be ſupject to the Monarch's frown : 
8 
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As at the beck of an imperious Father. : 
What | when we ſtrive to ſet a nation free, 
Is fit we truckle to domeſtic thraldom ? 
That were indeed unworthy of our cauſe : 
And ye, ye chieftains of this cauſe, O pardon 
If with too patient ear I've heard ye wrong'd ; 
Think me not therefore of a lukewarm zeal, - 
For ye ſhall find me apt enough in future; 
Firm and determin'd 'gainſt our enemies: 
Such, from this moment, I account both mine 
And yours, all who would baſely throw away 
Th'ineſtimable rights of Heav'n-giv'n freedom, 
To fawn and cringe again in ſlaviſh courts. 

To ſuch I ſwear eternal enmity, | 
Though in the number I ſhould find my friend— 
(The patriot knows no friendſhip but his country) 

Though I ſhould find —Ha ! do I tremble now? 

No, though I find a Father, he's my foe; 

More than our Father is our Liberty! ( Going.) 
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SCENE III. Enter D'ORVILLE. 


D'ORVILLE. 
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Stay, I conjure you, Henry, and explain 
What mean the fatal words that ſtruck my ear ? 

O Heav'n ! and now thy wild diforder'd looks 
Betray the furious tempelt of thy ſoul. 

Why are thine eyes averted from thy friend? 
What means the deadly paleneſs of thy cheeks ? 

Why doſt thou tremble as poſſeſs'd with rage, 
And frown and clench thy hands fo fervently ? 

What may this mean—an the paternal houſe 

To act ſo ſtrange a ſcene—in th'houſe of ſuch 

A Father, Henry?—O: my friend, take heed |! 

Ev'n now thou ſtand'ſt as on the treach'rous brink - 
Of a tempeſtuous ſea, whoſe forceful waves 
Beat far beneath thy feet, ev'n now the earth 


Whereon 
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omen thou tread'ſt gives way, and if u falleſt, 
Vain were the ſtrength combin'd of man to fave thee! 


HENRY. 


O Sir, I pray you truce to good advice; 
Believe me, I am ſchool'd enough already. 
My Father, much I thank him for his care, 
Has left but little room for others labour. 
But you perhaps are ſent t'enforce his leſſon, 
Or with ſome ſage additions of your own. 


D,ORVILLE. 


For neither purpoſe, Henry, am I ſent, 

Nor ſent at all; nor have 1 ſeen your Father 
Since late you parted with him; but JI come 
Solely to learn the object of your viſit, 

And authoris'd, methinks, for that laſt night, 
Yourlelt declar'd the buſineſs touch'd me nearly: 
This ſhould I ſtrait have ſpoken to, but that 
Your fierce demeanour turn'd me from my end. 


HENRY. 


Well then, hear oz the object of my coming: 
I uwas to unite you with a race of heroes 

In the immortal fight for Liberty : 

Or rather, twas to crown you with the palm 
Of joyful victory, without the dangers 

Of the encounter ; to confer the prize, 

The ſtruggle at an end. My generous friends 
Ev'n will'd it ſo, you know them well, the great 
Deliv'rers of their country—Do you ſmile, Sir? 
Indeed I might have judg'd no leſs: thou then, 
And thy protector, hug a little longer 

The ſlaviſh chains that link ye to your tyrant. 
O worſt of ſervitudes! to bear a mind 
Subdued ag fetter d to N tyranny. 


D'ORVILLE. 
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D'ORVILLE. 


Wonder not, Henry, that ſurpriſe and grief 
Should take ahe ſpeedieſt way to ſhew themſelves : 
You read diſapprobation in my face 85 
Ere words could give it form; you read aright: 
But ſure all words are faint to repreſent 
The painful feelings which aſſail this breaſt! 
Ah, do I not behold my earlieſt friend, 
The choſen of my ſoul, giv'n o'er to ruin? 
Do I not ſee his noble birth, good name, 
And ſhining qualities diſerac'd and ſtain'd 
With fouleſt crimes ? this were indeed too much; 
But nearer ties, nearer and dearer yet, 
As well thou know'ſt, cloſe bind thee to my love. 
Ere this, but for our country's fate, the name 
Of Brother had been join'd to that of Friend 
But O! thy Father, Henry, when I think 

Of him, ſo kind, ſo excellent a F ather, | il 
All other griefs are ſwallow'd up in this: [38h 
Ah, thou haſt planted daggers in his heart, — 
Sharper than thoſe of thy accurſed friends "= 
That riot in the blood of innocence. | = 
Too well I judge of what has paſs'd, by this 

Thy vile eee Shame, moſt virtuous Shame! 
Where art thou fled, when this degenerate Son 

Could baſely meditate an union 

Between the ſanctity of ſuch a Father 
And Villains reeking in their country's blood ? 
And doſt thou talk of ſervitude and chains, 
The tool thyſelf of an atrocious faction? 
And know'ſt not that the vileſt ſervitude 
Is his who ſerves the faithleſs and unjuſt ? 

_ Serves thoſe who have rebell'd againſt their King, 
Their lawful, gen'rous, too indulgent King! 


HENRY. | | 
No more: I charge thee for thy life no more! ; 
Preſum'ſt thou on the ground of former ties, 


Here 
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Here from this moment I diſclaim all ties, 

All union, intercourſe, affection, 

*T wixt thee and me: and now the meaneſt wretch, 

The pooreſt outcaſt's nearer to my ſoul 

Than D' Orville; th'high-born, haughty, flaviſh 
D'Orville ! 


D'ORVILLE. 


I too might chance t'aſſume a tone of rage, 

But that my ſoul abhors theſe wild extremes, 
This monſtrous change from love to fierceſt hate: 
In pity too I would forget this inſolence, 

For ah, full well I know thou'rt ſore beſet; 

Full well diſcern what toils encompaſs thee. 

But hear me, Henry, and while yet *tis time, 
Permit the words of friendſhip touch thy heart! 
Or hence thou goeſt to ſure deſtruction, 

Or I muſt ſpeak and hazard thy worſt rage; 

Muſt ſpeak " Julia and her fatal charms ; | 
—- Nay, check thy paſſion, for Ii be heard. — 
Conſult thy breaſt for that which work'd thee up 
To this high pitch of phrenzy, was't not Julia ?— 
Who form'd the trait'rous ties of which you boaſt 
With Villeneuve and the ſavage Perron? Julia! 
Who urg'd thee firſt to this baſe embaſly, 

Whole. object is ſo groſs and palpable, 

That dulneſs ſelf is forc'd to comprehend ; 

Was it not Julia? O 'tis plain, 'tis plain ; 
And wilt thou be the dupe of this vile malice ? 
Wilt thou for it confound the ſacred laws 

Of nature, honour, probity and truth? 

Wilt facrifice Thyſelf, thy Friend, thy King? 
Thou too muſt fal, thou much ref] pected Villeroi, 
To gfatify a damned woman's — — 


HENRY. 1 his ſword.) 


Draw Villain, draw, and anſwer with thy life 
This baſcſt flander ; blind that J was, blind 


Ad | 


COUNT DE VILLEROI. 49 Ii 
And ſenſeleſs both Co'erlook the paultry ſcheme! 
O, it befits the much reſpected Villeroi 


To ſit in ſecret conclave with his minion, 
Hatching vile plots againſt a woman's honour! 
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By all my hopes of happineſs, you err. | 
Then hear me, Henry: Let me but abſolve 
Thy Father from this mad ſuſpicion, 

And as thou wilt, I'll anſwer for myſelf. 
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| HENRY. 
Prevaricating ſlave! this to thy heart. 


, 


SCENE IV. Enter Lovisa. 


LOUISA. 


Stay, ſtay, thou cruel Brother! ſtay thy hand, 
Or in this breaſt firſt plunge thy murd'rous ſword. 
| | (Henry puts up his ſword.) 
O Henry, Henry, I muſt weep for thee | 
And this thy ſtrange apoſtacy from virtue, 
Can it be poſſible, that thou who once 
Wouldf gladly have pour'd out thy deareſt blood 
Io fave thy Friend, ſtand'ſt arm'd againſt his life? 
That thou, whoſe filial duty rank'd fo high. 
That every Father pray'd for ſuch a Son, 
Art now become, O dreadful ſound, the curſe— 
—Say, art thou not become the curſe of thine ? 


HENRY. 


D'Orville, by Heav'n I thank my Siſter's care; 

For I had griev'd if this good ſword of mine 

Had here committed, though an act of juſtice.— 

But mark me well: When next we meet thow'lt anſwer 


— 


„ | 
Now then I take my everlaſting leave | 
Of this opprobrious ſeat of ſlavery ! [Exit Henry. 
| HU SCENE 
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SCENE V. Lovisa, D'oR VILLE. 
LOUISA. 


D' Orville, alas! I fear his inſolence 

Has borne tog hardly on thy patient temper : 

Full well I gueſs the cauſe of this vile outrage ; — 

— That thou haſt prob'd him with too juſt a hand.— 
But O, my Father, D'Orville ; haſte we in 

To comfort his afflicted ſpirit. Believe me, 
Though with apparent fortitude he bears 

This heavieſt ſtroke, yet it affects him deeply: 

I ſaw him, D'Orville, ſtruggling with his grief, 
Which took indeed ſuch pains to maſter him, 
And was by him, in turn, fo nobly foil'd, 

That Heav'n itſelf might have approv'd the combat! 
At firſt he ſtood abſorb'd in deepeſt thought; 

A calm fo gentle brooding on his aſpect, 

You would have faid that all within was peace. 

But ah! ere long, I might behold him chang'd, 
Might ſee his boſom heave with rifing ſighs, 
Diffraction in his face and ſpeechleſs grief, 

And on his brow ſtood the big drops of anguiſh. 
O, D'Orville, what a moment for a Daughter 
At length the name of Heary found its way, 

And with it burſt a flood of awful tears : 

Heart penetrating fight, a Father's tears! 


D'ORVILLE.- 


Degen'rate Son- if yet thou haſt but left 

One drop of kindly blood, in all thy frame 

One ſingle drop of her dear blood that bore thee, 
Would for thy puniſhment thou'dſt feen this fight! 


LOUISA. 


Or rather, D' Orville, heard what follow'd it: 
Heard our afflicted F ather mourn for him ; 

Lament the triumph of his guik» love; a 
5 b | | | Bewal 


— 


COUNT DE VILLEROl. 
Bewail his proſp'rous youth devote to ruin; 
His generous and once loyal heart, giv'n up 
To the baſe guidance of a ſet of villains! 
Then too, he'd heard him offer up to Heav' n, 
Prayers of ſuch earneſt interceſſion 
(In ſtrains of ſuch unequall'd tenderneſs) 
As, unleſs ſteel'd his heart by Heav'n's high will, 
Had doubtleſs wrought him to a ſwift repentance. 


D' ORVILLE. 


Alas, Louiſa! he has gone ſo far 

As ſcarce t' have left a place for penitence ; 

Much leſs may't grow upon his preſent rage, 
Rather dread we th' effect of this blind rage, 
Prompted as 'twill be by infernal malice : 
Rather let's haſten to the beſt of Fathers, 

And urge his abſence from th'impending danger. 
Who would remain where Villeneuve bears command? 
Who.would remain where Perron's word 1s law ? 


LOUISA. 
None will ſuſpect or yours or Villeroi's honour, 
Or blame that you retire from ſure deſtruction, 
The firmeſt patriot at ſuch a time, 
May quit his native land without a crime. 


End of the Third Ac. 
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xcT 
SCENE I. Julia's houſe at Paris. 


JULIA, 


O- THOU fell inmate! why turn'ſt thou thy rage 
Againſt th'unwary breaſt that harbours thee, 
Changing ſweet peace to horrid anarchy ! 

Why doſt thou us, O mercileſs revenge! 

And quite forget'ſt thy former promiſes? 

Theſe ſpake thee dreadful only to my foe; 

But O let none hereafter truſt to thee, 

For thou art falſe, pernicious, treacherous! 
Say, jealous gueſt, why haſt thou driv'n from hence 
The joyous train of careleſs innocence, 

And (like th'expectant of a miſer's wealth 

Who fears to be o'erreach'd in artifice) 
Surrounded me with creatures of thine own? 
Fear, Hate, Suſpicion, Rage, theſe form a part 
Of thy deteſted brood, and vex my ſoul 

With hourly terrors. Wretched Julia! into 
How deep a gulph of mis'ry art thou fall'n ! 
Alas! nor day nor night afford repoſe 

To conſcious guilt ; by day my horrid purpoſe 
Lives in each eye, lives there, or ſeems to live; 
And ev'ry mouth ſeems open'd to reprove. 

Does friendſhip greet me in her kindeſt voice? 
Her kindeſt voice ſounds harthly to my ear, 
Tis pity for my crimes (ſo I interpret) 

No wonder then if it ſhould prove diſcordant. 


Is 


COUNT DE VILLEROT. 53 


Is there a face envelop'd in relerve, 

Wrapp'd up in earneſt thought, in care, or grief? 
No matter for the cauſe—] lee at once 

Diſdain and juſt averſion of my crime, 

Read my detection in each clouded brow, 

Scorn in a nod, and ev'ry frown diſgrace ! 

So wears the day ſince firſt my harraſſ'd foul, 
Revenge | embrac'd thy dire ſuggeſtions ! 

But now at length the peaceful night draws on, 
To heal with balmy ſleep diſorder'd thoughts. 

O cruel ſleep! hut thou art join'd rth'league 
Againſt an undone woman's peace of mind, 
Yielding thy tranquil reign to tumult wild ; 

For then when weary nature ſhould have reſt, 
Ev'n in thy arms, ſtrange horrors find me out. 
Ah, witneſs thoſe that laſt night ſhook my foul! 
Then, O Revenge! in dreadful ſhape thou ſtood'ſt 
Reveal'd to my aſtoniſh'd ſenſe, thou ſtoodſt, 
Darting contagious fury from thy eyes; 

Fierce, hideous, terrible thy look and mien; 
Thy bulk enormous clad in fable arms; 

In thy right hand, a dagger high advanc'd, 
Graves with its point theſe fatal « characters, 


To Villeroi's heart!” while from thy mouth theſe words, 


Loud as the loudeſt peal of thunder burſt, 

“From Hell I come, to lead thee to thy prey.” 
With this thy cry, new portents round thee rife; 
Thy form, already terrible and valt, 

Dilates at once t'immenſeſt magnitude : : 

Redoubled fury blazes from thy eyes; 

Redoubled fury rages in this brealt ; 

Thou ſpread'ſt thy dreadful wings, till now unſeen 
Thy left hand ſeizes on thy willing victim; 

To Villeror's heart” ſtill points thy fatal right. 
Now burſt with hideous craſh all obſtacles 

Of wall or roof, high into air we mount: — 
—Þreathleſs, aghaft, I ſtrive to ſcream out, Belmont! 
Thou heed'ſt me not, but wing'ſt for other orbs 
Thy ſpeed unſpeakable; earth diſappears, 
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Or like a dim, miſhapen ſpot appears, 
And now too {mall for fight. But O inſtead, 
What myriads of bright worlds tranſport my view ! 
Methought theſe were the regions of the juſt, 
And as we paſs'd near to their bliſsful ſhores, 
Ten thouſand thouſand glorious forms are ſeen 
Marking our flight :—among them. ſoon my eye 
Diſcover'd Deſmond ; where, with a choſ'n few, 
He ſtood conſpicuous ; ;- but how unlike 
His former felf! o'er his whole perſon ſhone 
A grace divine, celeitial dignity, 
Where once an honeſt, humble mind ſhone only: 
And now he fees, he knows his once lov'd wife, 
Names her adored name, and naming 1t,— 
O grief! O ſhame! indignant turns away. 
Nor this thou curſed fiend eſcapes thy note, 
Nearer thou claſp'ſt me to thy iron breaſt, — 
— Swift turn'ſt thee round, —when lo! a boundleſs 
globe 

Of fierce, tranſparent fire, appears at hand. 
Far other forms than thoſe of glory, there 
Abide in wailing anguiſh—at one view 
How many helliſh inſtruments of torture, 
Unknown on earth, diſtract my heated brain 
At each, attendant furies miniſter 
With keeneſt rage, that that fierce element 
Of never dying fire, ſeem'd a repoſe 
From their 1nexorable hands, At once, 
My eye ſurvey'd theſe regions horrible; 

For pauſe thou granteſt none, but with theſe words, 
Swift hurl'ſt me i'the midſt of hotteſt Hell, 
Take Her, ye Furies, to your direſt torments!” 
Well might I wake with the tremendous ſhock ! 
J woke, indeed, to find a hotter hell 
Within this wretched breaſt !—Such are the viſions 
Nightly haunt my bed,—O barbarous Sleep ! 
Such the repole thou giv'ſt to theſe fad eyes.— 


\ 


SCENE 


COUNT DE VILLEROT. 
SCENE II. Enter CLARA. 1 


CLARA. 


My Sitter, you expreis'd an earneſtneſs 

Erewhile for Henry's quick return from Belmont; 
A ſervant even now arrives, who ſays, 

We may expect his Maſter i'the inſtant. 


JULIA. 


I thank you Clara: Yes, I am indeed 
Impatient for th event of this long viſit.— 


* 
11 
121 
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CLARA. 


And is this all, Unkind? And muſt I ſtill 
Remain excluded fronra Siſter's heart? 

Ev'n now obſerve that agitated form, 

That face, the ſeat of ſtrong commotion ; 
Nor be allow'd to take a Siſter” $ intereſt 

In the moſt fatal cauſe ? 


* JULIA. 


| Beſeech you Clara, 
For that I'm ill at eaſe for explanations, 
A little longer wait this myſtery: 
Let a ſhort interval, and it is yours: 
And ſomething tells me, that both you may hear 
And 1 unfold it to our mutual joy. 


CLARA. 


Grant it, kind Heav'n, to my moſt earneſt prayer! 
Julia, I leave you now; but O remember 
Ho anxiouſly my heart awaits this confidence. 


[ Exit Clara. 


IAA. 
Kindeſt . ah how can I reſolve \ 


To drive that gentle boſom to deſpair ! 


Bethink thee then in time, thou wretched Julia; 
Bethink 
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Bethink thee too, though hers were the deſpair 
On whoſe {ad head would light the puniſhment ! 
What if thy viſion of laſt night be but 
The ſhade of thoſe ſubſtantial living torments 
Deſtin'd the Guilty; deſtin'd then for thee, 

If thou proceed'ſt to this accurſed deed. 

O horrible ! moſt horrible to think of ! 

What then to feel?—Ay, ſure it muſt be ſo— 
And this thy dream, ſent as a friendly warning 
To fave thee from deſtruction ; then retreat 
While yet thou haſt the pow'r; renounce, abhor, 
The vile ſuggeſtions of revenge: thou know'ſt 
Already Villeroi's reſolutions : 

Ir cannot be that he will. join with villains | 
More than would Henry, but miſled by thee. 
Too well for this are laid thy fatal ſchemes; 
Prepare thee then to ſooth the diſappointment 
Plann'd by thyſelf for Henry, and if heated 

By a griev'd Father's virtuous indignation, 

He feeks thy preſence, be it thine to calm 


His rage; and on the flame of Liberty 

(Of madneſs fay) which glows ſo hotly in him, 
Sprinkle th'affuaging drops of temp'rate reaſon. 
Be this reſolv'd, for he is here. 


SCENE III. Enter HENRx. 
My Henry! 


Impatiently I've waited your return; 

Say, what from Belmont, from the beſt of F "TP ; 
For though I muſt not uſe that name of right, 
Not Villeroi's ſelf can force me to renounce 

The awful reverence I bear his virtues. 


HENRY. 


How ſhall J anſwer thee, thou 1 injur'd Julia; 
How ſpcak the indignation of my ſoul ? 


COUNT DE VILLEROT. 


Ev'n, as I look at thee, it burſts all bounds, 

And that bright form, wont only to infuſe 

Peace and delight to this enraptur'd heart, 

Now fills it with fierce rage and thirſt of vengeance. 


1 JULIA. | 
What mean you, Henry? O fay quick the cauſe 


Of this dire change ; quick let me know my crime. 
If to have lov'd too well be criminal, | 


The wretched Julia is indeed moſt guilty. 
HENRY, | 

O moſt ador'd ! thou art all faith, all truth, 

The only bleſſing that my foul hold dear: 

For others, they are gone—and that I'd once 

A noble Father and a dear lov'd Friend, 

Is now the curſe of my unhappy fate. 

By Heav'n, I bluſh to tell thee the vile crimes 


Urg'd by this Father and this ſeeming friend, 
To make thee deadly to thy Henry's thoughts. 


— JULIA. (Aide) 
Hal— | 
But down my heart, forget not thy reſolves. 


HENRY. © 
That villain D'Orville, he eſcap'd me now, 
Thanks to the prudent entrance of his Miſtreſs : 
But he ſhall yet repent his inſolence, . 
And learn how damn'd a thing it is to be 
The meddling agent of another's malice. 


JULIA. 
Alas! am I th'unhappy cauſe of this? 
| & HENRY: 
Julia, we both have ſuffer'd wrong; but I 
The greateſt and the worſt; condemn'd to hear 
1 
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Thy purity traduc'd and villify'd 
By fouleſt ſlanderers, who dare—O Julia, 
What dare they not againſt thy ſpotleſs name? 


JULIA. 


Down, down reſentment, I would yet be calm. Ade. 

{To Henry.) Say Henry, how have I provotd this 
malice, | 

Or on what grounds do they pronounce my guilt ? 


a HENRY. 


O *tis not far to ſeek their cauſe of hate. 

Twas hop'd that, ſince o'ercome by artifice, 
Since found not proof againſt a Father's prayers; 
Then, when I gave a ſolemn dreadful promiſe, 
For which ere ſince I curſe my eaſy heart, 
Never without permiſſion gain'd from him 
(Alas! he never meant to grant it me) 

To join my fate to thine ; from this *rwas hop*d 
(They knew not thy divine perfections, Julia! 
Nor knew this heart) that they might alſo ſunder 
Our plighted loves: this found impoſſible, 
*Gainſt thee they turn the fury of their malice, 
And haunt thee with fell hate implacable. 


JULIA. ({(Ajide.) 
Am ] fo deadly in your ſight, proud Lords? 


— Tis well—and yet, if ye are wiſe, take heed 


Nor rouſe the fiend ſtill lurking in this breaſt. 


HENRY, 


Jo tear me from thy arms, th'abhorr'd deſign, 
Vain as abhorr'd, thence, Julia, thy crimes ; 
Thence would they change my love to ſavage hate, 
My adoration to contempt and ſcorn, 


And force me fly thee as the worſt of evils. 


O Julia, that baſeſt of all ſlaves, 
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Once the cloſe friend of this inſulted boſom ; 
Set on by him thy unſuſpicious heart 
Rever'd ev'n now with filial tenderneſs ; 
He *cwas, who ent'ring on this curſed office 
(For ſo by ſacred Heay'n 't ſhall prove to him) 
Exhauſted every term of maddeſt rage: 
Ev'n to my face he loaded thee with crimes, 
And ſpoke thee as the monſter of thy ſex, 


JUL A. Ade.) 


Now juſteſt vengeance, I am all thy own! 
Villero! thou dieſt! 


HENRY. 


Ah Julia, do not hate 
The wretched Henry for his Father's crime ! 
Alas! I fee that I'm undone! I ſee 
* Thou think'ſt, that he who could ſtand by and hear 
Thee thus-profan'd, merits no leſs thy hate 
Than he who fram'd the monſtrous accuſation. 
How Julia, not bear to look upon me! 
Am l indeed fo odious in your fight ? 
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JULIA. (Recovering from her diſorder.) 


Forbid it Heav'n! Alas, far other thoughts 

Than thoſe of hate employ this anxious mind; 
Hate thee, ſayſt thou Henry? Ah, though I were 
Indeed the Monfter I am repreſented, 

Could I forget the generous tenderneſs 

Which ſtill has brighten'd our ill-omen'd loves, 

Which ſhines ev'n now in ſpite of cruel Fate? 

For thoſe who would have robb'd me of thy heart 

By the invention of deteſted falſehoods 

(O how unworthy of my Henry's Father) ; 

Though I muſt needs deplore the cruel rage 

Which till purſues an unoffending woman; 

Yet may 1 not forget the author of it; 

; I 2 No, 
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No, nor forget his many noble virtues ; 
And chiefly that to him my country owes 
The prime of gifts, her dawning liberty : 
(Alas! muſt I alone complain of him!) 


Nor let us either, Henry, not remember, 


That ſtill our country's voice demands his aid; 


Still calls to him to perfect the great work 


He firſt deſign'd, nor finds a meaner hand 
Sufficient to complete what he began. 


HENRY. 


Incomparable Julia! how do thy 
Tranſcendent merits riſe upon my ſoul ! 
O vile, deteſted prejudice ! wert made 
Of ſtuff convincible, need muſt thou die 
With honeſt ſhame at thy malignity ! 


JULIA. 


No more of this, my Friend! forget we ther 
Our private injuries in the public voice. 


All France with one accord demands her Villeroi ; ; 
How would it ſuit his Son to ſtand aloof 

For his peculiar griefs ? All France proclaims, 
Our riſing liberties depend on Villeroi !” 

What are our griefs, weigh'd with a nation's freedom ? 


HENRY. 


Hold, Julia! Sayſt thou all France proclaims 
Her riſing liberties depend on Villeroi.” — 
Betray d, inſulted France! then know from me, 
Thy riſing liberties muſt fink for ever. 


JULIA. 


How ſayſt thou, Henry? they muſt fink for ever! 
It muſt not, cannot be :—recall thy words ! 
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HENRY. 


No, no, I will not fo belie the truth: 
I tell thee, Julia, that Lord Villero!'s hate 
To the profperity of France, keeps up 
With's rage gainſt thee, both at the higheſt pitch. 
Know this beſides, tis not his hate alone 
I dread ; but if his menaces are aught, 
The ſtrongeſt oppoſition to our cauſe 


From him and his :—and well thou know'ſt his pow'r. 


JULIA. 
Too well indeed. O miſerable France ! 


HENRY. 


For the great rights he once upheld, contempt a 
Succeeds, contempt and deteſtation : 

While to the Heroes, on whoſe generous part 

I offer'd union, deference, reſpect, 

He threatens chaſtiſement and furious vengeance. 
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JULIA. 


And he will zake it, Henry. O my country, 

Again muſt thou be ſunk in barb'rous tyranny ! 

Again thy gen'rous Sons muſt drag the yoke 

Of galling ſlavery; more galling ſure 

From this, ah now too glorious, breath of freedom ! | 
How ſhouldft thou *ſcape, when thy once champion 6 
Is turn'd thy deadlieſt foe, and arms himſelf 1 
With potent malice gainſt that liberty 


Which he firſt taught our wond'ring ſouls to prize? * 

O impotence of human virtue! Villeroi, 5 
The great, the good, the matchleſs advocate ' 

Of twice ten millions rights; now ſtands he with 8 


Uplifted arm, prepar'd to ſacrifice N } * 
The braveſt Sons of France to tyranny! 9 
| 
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4 , 7 
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HENRY. 


O Heav'n muſt this be ſo? Is there no o way, 
No method left avert the horrid ftroke-? 
Unhappy Sou of a perfidious Father, 

Then muſt thou live for ever odious 

In thy country's memory! Pity Julia, 
Pity the pangs which rend this tortur'd boſom! 


_ JULIA. 


And yet there 3s a way, ay, and a pow'rful one, 
By which, at once thy Father might be ſav'd 
From this foul deed; and thou, my Henry, reap 
Eternal honour of thy grateful * 


\ 


— 


HENRY. 


O thou, my better angel, tell me how, 
That 1 may fly, with more than human e 
To execute the bleſt ſuggeſtion. 
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- JULIA. 


Yet do] fear thee, Henry, left thy heart, 
Too eafily diſpos'd to apprehenſion, 
Brave as thou art, prevent the noble deed. 


— -<—c <a" 


HENRY. 


Julia, what mean theſe moſt injurious doubts ? 
By all our future hopes, ſpeak out thy purpole. 


JULIA. 


How often have I heard thee in the praiſe 

Of Roman virtue laviſh out thy ſoul, 

Till thou haſt ſeem' d ſo fir d with the bright theme, 
| That I have thought another Curtius ſtood 
| In act to vault upon his fiery ſteed, 
And plunge again into the fatal gulph, 


| To leizc the cheap · earn'd meed of deathleſs fame "x 
| — o 
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No then thou'lt prove thyſelf indeed akin 
To Roman valour.—Think, while thus Fe ſpeak, 
The heavy ruin that impends thy country ! 

Think of her chiefeſt Heroes mark'd for death, 
And all among the firſt! Ah wretched Julia, 

How wilt thou ere endure fo ſad a fi ight? 

Among the firſt thy Henry? s virtues bleed! 

For how ſhould He eſcape when flaves conſpire 

To load anew with chains their bleeding country ? 

Alas, poor country! 

Think that thou ſeeſt her trampled under foot! 


Think and by whom! and wilt thou not, O cruel ! 
Reach out a ſaving hand to reſcue her? 
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HENRY. 


By Heav'n, you play the torturer in my heart ; 
And ere you tell the ſalutary means 

Of ſaving her, our country periſhes, 

Again enſlav' d to lawleſs tyranny. 


JULIA. 


Jet is ſhe free—chiiſe—ſhall ſhe fo remain? 
And thou art free, and Villeroi yet unſtain'd 
With the foul deed that muſt undo us all. 
On thee—on thee alone depends the reſt ! | 
— Then fly thee, Henry, where the Sons of Freedom 
Are met in great conſult to fave their country; 
Fly on the wings of glory, to preſerve 
Theſe gen'rous Friends, the Guardians of the ſtate, 
To fave thine own clear fame, and all thoſe lives 
Which elſe muſt perith in this horrid conteſt ! 
And oh, much more than all, the ſtate itſelf! 
Then, if not yet too late—fly vo denounce 
The fatal councils which prevail at Belmont. 


HENRY. 


I'll do't! 


Jovi. 
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JULIA. 


And thou ſhalt live for ever fam'd 
In the immortal records of thy country. 


HENRY. 
It ſhall be done— 


JULIA. | 


Ay, and without delay : 
Or ere th'Aſſembly end their ceſſion, 
Or all too late for France th' intelligence. 


_ HENRY. 


I haſte to execute thy dread commands! 

But tell me, Julia !—and forgive my fears— 
Who ſhall fare to me, That what I do 

May not bring down upon my Father's head 

Some dreadful vengeance from our injur'd Leaders? 
Forbid it, Heav'n ! No, though I loath his crimes, 
Becomes not me to be his Puniſher. 


= JULIA: 


Sayſt thou his Paniſoer? To reſcue him 

From guilt and ſhame, 1s that to puniſh him ? 

As for the vengeance of our Leaders, dread 

It not: thou know'ſt my influence with Perron 
And with Villeneuve, and theirs with the Aſſemblvy. 
For Perron I expect him here each moment. 
Though fierce with others, ever have I found him 
To my commands obſequious; him will I 
Inſtruct in our deſign ; then, by my lite, 

No hair of Villeroi's head can come to harm ; 
But he is reſcu'd from his fatal purpoſe, 

And thou, my Henry, gain'ſt immortal honour. 


HENRY. 


Ah, ſure the time draws nigh when even Villeroi 
Shall own thy worth, ſhall own that thou haſt ſay'd him, 
Spite 
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Spite of the injuries he's heap'd on thee, 
From guilt and miſery. O how would he, 

So wiſe, ſo virtuous once, bear the reproach, 
That France attributed to him her chains? 
Then be it ours to med'cine his ſick fancy, 

Which urges him to deeds the ſounder man 

| Would moſt abhor; fo may we fave with's life, 
What ſhould be dearer than his life, his fame 

Then fail not to inſtruct the rugged Perron 

In our deſign ; while I, with trembling voice, 

(O cruel fate! O deeply erring Villeroi!) 

To ſave my country, muſt accule a Father! 


[Exit Henry. 


JULIA. 


Now, now, thou curſed Villeroi! thou ſhalt find, 
Though all too late, that thou'rt within my reach. 
What! are we to be trampled underfoot, 
Nor turn again? To be traduc'd, revil'd, 
Nor ope the mouth? Ye mighty Pow'rs | what 1s't 
That gives this charter to o'erweening greatneſs, 
That it ſhould think to domineer unanſwer'd ? 
Yea, or anpuniſh'd, while that we fit tame 
And ki th'inflicted rod? Forbid it Pride! 
Forbid it juſt revenge! Crouch thoſe who may, 
(It likes not me!) thoſe dull and leaden ſouls, 
Whom tyrant habit over-awes to baſeneſs !— 
Give me or love or hate, I care not which; 
But one or other I return with int'reſt ! 8 
Since then thou proffer'ſt me determin'd hate, 
An hundred fold thy hate o'ertake thee, Villeroi! 
And ſhall 9ertake, or much I am deceiv'd, 
Me thou haſt ruin'd as an open foe ; 
Thee will I ruin by thy proper Son; 
For let but Henry act his part, *tis ſure 
No earthly pow'r can fave thee from deſtruction. 
—Nay, to thyſelf alone the thanks 1s due.— 
Be witneſs, Heav'n, with what ſincerity 


I fought thy love, and met with proud diſdain ! 
: | | K 
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Nor couldft thou reſt content to daſh my hopes, 
So dearly cheriſh'd, but with cruel rage 
Thou hunt'ſt me to this hour, as for a crime; 
For julia, though pofleſs'd of princely wealth, 
T'have aim'd at Henry's love, with Villeroi ranks, 
(Such is his pride) among the worſt of crimes, 
Then take the puniſhment thou meriteſt, 

And with thyſelf the evil of it bide, 

As due to thy difdain and inſolence! 

—For D'Orville, I referve him to hereafter, 

Left that revenge, and not my country's love, 
Should ſeem my guide: beſide, that 'tis moſt probable 
That his and Villeroi's fate go hand in hand. 

Then glad thee, Julia, in thy proſp'rous ſchemes, 
Rejoice i in thy accompliſh'd vengeance ! 
Ah me! far other thoughts obtrude themſelves. 
Than thoſe of joy ; for what an' if the rage, 

As thou miſterm'ſt it, of the noble Villeroi 

Be but juſt anger for thy treachercus views, 

Which falſely thou fuppos'ſt conceal'd from him? 
Where's then the juſtice of this curſed deed? 

And where art thou, - thou miſerable Julia ? 
Avaunt ! no more of this —Conſcience avaunt! 
Away to thoſe who heed thy ſaving voice :— 
Me thou mayſt drive to madneſs—canſt not fave. 

[Exit Julia. 


SCENE IV. Enter CLARA. 


Alas! alas! is -zhis the confidence 

So lately promis'd ? Then is't evident 

Some fatal purpoſe labours in her mind; 

Elſe why this ſtill continued myſtery 2 

Why ſhun me as the paſs'd? Why turn away 
Her face? But O! not ere I had beheld 

The tempeſt lowring on her threat'ning brows, 


Reer ſhe paſs d, nor liſten'd to my prayers; 
And 


3 


And when upon my knees I would have ſtaid her, 
With rage ſhe burſt from my incircling arms. 
Unhappy Julia! what is't thou deſigneſt? 

O if thou'rt bent againſt th'illuſtrious Villeroi, 
(Forbid it all ye pow'rs that guard the juſt) 

Thou aim'ſt a blow muſt level thee for ever. 
And yet I dread what diſappointed love 

And croſs'd ambition may incite thee to: 

] dread thy pow'r with Henry Ah, ſhouldſt thou 
Work upon his fiery difpolition !— 

—] dare not think upon it— 


SCENE v. Enter PERRON. 


ES How now, Sir! 
The orders were, That none ſhould be admitted. 
Then whence this bold intrufion ? 


5 PERRON. 


ü Lovely Clara, 
come upon a double errand; ſent for 
In haſte by Julia, and diſpatch'd by Henry. 


CLARA. Aſide.) 


Perhaps this man may let me into what 

"Tis of the laſt importance I ſhould know, 

And I may yet find means to fave a Silter, 

Your pardon, Sir; I knew of no exception {To Perron.) 
To the gen'ral order—But what from Henry ? 


PERRON. 


Faith, Lady, but a little; for bis words 
Were ſo abſorb'd in's patriotiſm, that he 
Had few to ſpare to me but I'm miſtaken 
If he's not found, ere this, as many as 
Lord Villeroi's life ſhall dearly anſwer for. 


K 2 | CLARA 
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C ARA. 
Merciful Heav'n! Say'ſt thou Villeroi's life? 
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PERRON. 


Ay, Lady, Villeroi's life! and as I gueſs, 
T'enſure this honourable ſacrifice, 
I'm ſent for to conſult upon't with Julia. 


— — — 
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CLARA. 


Barbarian, doſt thou triumph in thy crime ? 
But think not thou ſhalt 'ſcape the puniſhment 
Due to thyſelf, and theſe miſled by thee. 
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PERRON. 


No, no, you greatly over-rate me, Clara! 

My ſill arrives not at ſo high a pitch 

As to induce a dear and only Son 

To turn chief agent in his Father's murder, 
Tis true, I hope to profit by the leſſons 

Of an inſtructreſs ſo complete as Julia, 

Then pri'thee, Clara, lead me where ſhe is, 
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q 

| 

1 
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CLARA. 


Monſter, thou ſeeſt her not—at leaſt till I 
Have try'd once more to bring her back to virtue, 
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PERRON. 
Nay then, I ſeek for her without thee, Clara. 
As he is forcing paſt ber, enter a Servant.) 
SERVANT. 


One ſent from the Convention, Sir, demands | 
Your preſence there with th'utmoſt ſpeed. 


PERRON. 
— Tis well, 
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I ſhall immediately obey their orders. 
But told he not the motive of this haſte ? 


SCENE VI. Enter VILLENEUVT, 


VILLENEUVE. 


That can I ſpeak to, Perron, who am ſent 
T'enforce theſe orders.—Know then, it has pleas'd 
Our Friend (doubtleſs induc'd by pureſt patriotiſm) 

| | (Contempluouſly.) 
T'accuſe his noble Father, in th*Afſembly, _ 
Of diſaffection to the preſent ſyſtem, 
And of compaſſion for the fallen King. 
This charge mult Villeroi inſtantly reply to; 
And a detachment, of which you're nam'd chief, 
Prepares for Belmont, to eſcort him hither, 


x PERRON. 


I muſt not make them wait—Then pri'thee, Villeneuve, 
Permiſſion gain'd of this fair ſhrew, inquire | 
What may be further done for Julia's ſervice ; 
And let me know at my return from Belmont. 


_ CLARA. 


Sad confirmation of my fears! O Julia, 

How ſhall the virtues of the noble Villeroi 

Heap on thy head deſtruction infinite! 

Is there no glimple of hope no bleſſed nieans 

To raiſe thee from this depth of miſery ? 

Ah, Sir! {Turning to Villeneuve.) 
Thoſe looks belong not ſure a ſavage heart ; 

Then muſt thou needs abhor this monſtrous deed, — 
—And doſt abhor—thank Heav'n, I ſee thou doſt. 
Then think how ever bleſſed to prevent it! 


VILLENEUVE. 


Much 1 reſpect the noble Villeroi, Lady! 
For I've been long acquainted with his virtues ; 
; Nor, 
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Exit Perron. 
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60 COUNT DE VILLEROT. 


Nor, though his foe, for worlds would have to anſwer 
For the fad fate which threatens to o'erwhelm him. 


- — 
. 
9 = —_ 


CLARA. 


Nay then, beſeech you, Sir, avert this fate; 
Stand nobly forward in the cauſe of virtue; 
Think that Heav'n offers you the glorious means 
Of fighting on its ſide: be wiſe, and gain 
Immortal praiſe by not rejecting it. 
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, | VILLENEUVE. 
Alas! I . Lord Villeroi's caſe is deſperate, 


Since he muſt needs refute what's laid to's charge; 
Or failing, periſh. That he can do fo 
Is doubtful, and ſtill more ſo that he will, 
To ſave his life, deny what paſs'd with Henry.— 
Next, he's furrounded by ſuch enemies, 
As nothing but his life will ſausfy ; | 

Nor, having gain'd the preſent vantage o'er him, 
Will they forego i it at a cheaper rate, 
Though he ſhould even prove his innocence. 
But, more than all, when he, for his accuſer, 
Shall ſee ſtand forth his Son, will not that ſight 
Alone prove mortal to a Father's eyes? 
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CLARA. 
Tis but too likely—O hard fate of virtue, 
Surrounded by an hoſt of enemies! 
This were unjuſt and hard, but far beyond, 
To find thy deadheſt enemy, thy Son !— 
And how could'ſt thoy attempt this deed, O Henry, 
And not expire with horror at thy guilt ? 


VILLENEUVE. 


Indebd it was a ſcene of matchlefs horror, 
And few the hearts that did not ſympathize. — 
A warm debate engag'd th'Aſſembly, when 


With diforder'd mien young Henry enter'd. f 
At 


COUNT DE VILLEROI. 


—At once the eyes of all were turn'd on him, 
For in his face they read the fearful prologue. 
Of ſomething ſtrange and horrible t enſue. 
The Orator himſelf, in mute ſurpriſe, 

Left his unfiniſh'd ſpeech, and was all ear: 

So pow'rful the effect of ſympathy. 

But none found tongue t'enquire into the cauſe 
Of this commotion fad : ſuch awe withheld 
Ev'n thoſe, though little vers'd in ſoft humanity. 
Henry mean time advanced Pur midſt to ſpeak; 
But whether now firſt conſcious of his crime, 
And ſtruck with deep remorſe (alas! too late) 
For the effect of his unhappy paſſion ;— 

Or whether Julia's artifice, till now 

ConcealPd, now firſt appear'd ; or both of theſe 
At once aſſail'd his frighted apprehenſion, — 
Whate'er the cauſe of it, his manly form 
Preſented to the gazing hall a fight 

Moſt piteous. Dim the luſtre of his eye, 

And on his face hung fad a mortal paleneſs, 


While ſcarcely to be heard his fault'ring voice.— 


Something he would have ſaid of Roman virtue, 
Of lofty honour and of patriotiſm, 
Of diſaffection and of lenity :— 


But when at th'end of this he nam'd Card Villeroi, 


No Democrat ſo fierce, that liſten'd to him, 
But ſhrunk with horror at the impious found 
With ſhort-liv'd horror; for t'was ſoon agreed 
T'extol unto the ſkies this ſacrifice 

By helliſh malice urg'd.—Ah, Lady! pardon, 
If I forget to whom I 1 ſpeak. _ 


CLARA. 


Alas! 
I feel the j»fice only of your cenſure. 
hut for Lord Villeroi,—O there is no time 


To loſe {for ſure thou'lt do thy beſt to fave him): 


71 


Then haſte, kind Villeneuve, haſte to the Aſſembly; 
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72 COUNT DE VIELEROF. 


- Uſe all thy int'reſt in this ſacred cauſe ; 


Beſeech thy Friends—t'have mercy on themſelves, 
Nor do a deed mult heap upon their heads 
Eternal execrations.— Ah , make haſte! 


VILLENEUVE. 


Generous Clara ! even for thy fake 

(Though 1 have little hope in the event) 

I will omit no means to fave Lord Villeror. 

But know, that Julia's orders can alone 

Prevail on Perron to be merciful, - 

And Perron ranks among the firſt in pow'r. 
Then ſee if Julia may be mov'd to fpare :— 
—Vain my belt haſte without this previous care. 


End of the Fourth Act. 


COUNT DE VILLEROT. 
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SCENE I. A retired Part of the Garden at 


Belmont. 


Enter HENRY. 


Brar'sT thou, O Earth, on thy all- patient boſom, 

A wretch ſo black, ſo deſperate as I am ? 

Or thou, deſcending fun, in all thy courſe, 

Say, haſt thou ſeen a monſter like to me ? 

Too plain ye anſwer by th'upbraiding voice 

Of outrag d conſcience, How, how! Parricide ! 

O O inſupportable !—O heavy ſound ! 

Yet ſuch, without an interfering Heav'n, 

Muſt be my future title; ſuch the fame 

That waits a deed like mine.—O damn'd woman! 
Ha! whither would ye thoughts ? Stop there, ſtop 

there; 

Nor drive me yet awhile to deſperation.— 

She knew them not, theſe bloody dogs; but I 

Who knew them well, yet gave them up a Father, 

Yea ſuch an one as never other Son 

Was bleſs'd withal !—Is't not a deed unparallel'd 

In the dark annals of damnation?— 

And I muſt be th'abhor'd perpetrator ! 

How is't, ye Heav'ns, that while *tis yet 70 do, 

Whatever deadly crime we meditate, 

Still do ye blind us to the conſequence ?— 

Then, when *tis done, ye ſend forth all your terrors : 


Then conſcience, all too late, hold up truth's mirror. 


To the affrighted wretch, as now to me. 


; O vain 
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O vain excule ! ſay rather paſſion blinds 

Ev'n in the noon-day-light of heav'nly reaſon : 
Say, what but paſſion, under ſpecious guiſe 
Of patriot zeal, has led thee to this crime?— 


Ha! what noiſe is that? Hark ! perhaps ev'n now 


The fatal troop arrive. —Monſter! why ſtand'ſt 
Thou here in brutiſh trance? Or doſt thou wait 
To enter at their head, and turn to ſtone 
Th'amazed forms of all that look on thee?— 

Soft | ſoft ! all yet is ſtill :—ye bleſſed Pow'rs ! 
(Take note, ye Pow'rs, I pray not for myſelf) 
But if ye love the virtuous, e your aid 
In this dread time of need to ſave my Father 

[ Exit towards the hone, 


SCENE II. An Apartment in the Chateau. 
”  LOVISA, D'ORVILLE, (Meeting.) 


LOUISA. 


My Father, D'Orville, anxiouſly enquires 
If all be ready for our Inſtant) Jury: 


D'ORVILLE. 


It is, Louiſa ; we but wait for him; 
Th'impatient horſes hardly are reftrain'd ; 

But paw the yielding ground with refileſs feet, 
And ſeem to chide their Maſter's tardineſs. 
Already are our faithful ſervants mounted, 

And, bending downward, take a ſhort embrace 
Of thoſe they leave behind ; theſe, all in tears, 
Deplore the exile which they muſt not ſhare.— 
To Janſon chiefly do we owe this readineſs. 

O *tis a fight, to fee the good old man 

How he beſtirs himſelf tor's Maſter's ſervice, 
In ev'ry place exhorting to alacrity, 


And in himſelf the beſt example of 1.— 


LOUI 8 A. 


COUNT DE VILLEROl. 


I LOUISA. 


Honeſt Janſon 55 5 
Would that thy zealous efforts could impart 
A glimpſe of cheering hope to this ſad boſom ! 


 D'ORVILLE. 


Ah, ſpeak not fo, my Love! what ſhould'ſt thou dread ; 


A few more minutes, and we're on our journey; 
Plann'd with ſuch ſure precautions as defy | 
The dangers of purſuit : our journey ended, 
At neareſt port a veſſel ſtays for us, 

And ere to-morrow we may land in England, 


LOUISA, 


I know not, D'Orville, but ſince Henry's viſit, 
My heart has been the prey of conſtant terrors : 
In vain my reaſon ftrives to baniſh them; 

Still they return, and blacken ev'ry object; 
(Alas, in their true ſtate, too black already!) 
But now, in coming here to ſeek for you, 

I paſs'd the Hall; where ſuch a mournful group 
Preſent themſelves, as ſure if gentle Pity 
Minded to work upon ſome heart of ſtone, 
She'd uſe no other agents ;—reverend forms 
Grown white in long affection to their Lord :;— 


T*exhauſt the remnant of expiring life - 


Under his friendly eye, their daily prayer— 
Now do they wring their wither'd hands, forlorn, 
And dully gazing on high Heav'n, implore 
An inſtant period to their lives and woes. 
Now do they wait to take their laſt farewell. 
And all ith'midſt, ſupported in her chair, 
The palſied age of her my ſecond Parent 

She, who ſo oft has borne me in her arms, 
In the bleſt days of peaceful infancy ; 

She, whom my ſainted Mother, at her death, 
Intreated never to forſake her child : 


L 2 


Kind 
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Kind foul ! *tis I that now muſt fly from thee. 
Juſt Heav'n, at what a time? Ev'n as thy lamp 
Of lite hangs quiv'ring at a point. But no, 

1 ſhall not leave thee in this ſad extremity, 

For D' Orville, I do think in very truth, 

Ev'n at the rend'ring of that word F arewell, N 
The feeble flame will be extinct for ever. 

I paſs'd the hall where theſe diſtreſsful ſouls 
Await our coming out, and would have flown 
Into their arms, and try d to comfort them; 
But at the fight of me (O comfort, Heav'n!) 
At ſight of me, they rais'd a cry fo piteous, 
And look'd and acted in ſuch frantic fort, 

I dare not, D'Orville, enter till my Father 
Shall firſt have huſh'd with his paternal voice 
Their clam'rous griefs.— | 


D'ORVILLE. 


| Alas! it is indeed 
A ſcene of woe! then arm thyſelf, Louiſa, 
With all thy Father's firmneſs, t'help thee through 
This mournful parting; and remember too, 
| Lord Villeror's care, which amply has provided 
For ev'ry individual of his houſe, 
Would leaſt of all forget the wants of theſe. 
But what cauſe now detains your Father longer? 


LOUISA. 


I left him, D'Orville, writing to my Brother: 

He could not bear to part from him in anger ; 

But writes t'explain the motives of his flight; 
Gives him inſtructions for his future conduct 

(But O he is too fiery raſh to heed them) 

And joins withal a Father's benediction.— 

Sums too of large amount for his ſubſiſtence. 

Laſtly, conjures him, as he would ſhun death, 

To ſhun that bloody and rebellious crew 

With whom he now conſorts. So much I ſaw :— 

Some- 


COUNT DE VILLEROT. 77 


Something, when 1 withdrew, he wiſh'd to 434 
Of our unhappy Soy? reigns—that appear'd 
To move his inmoſt foul.- 8 


JANSON. (Without.) 
O woe! woe | woe! 


LOUISA. - 
D'Orville, d'ye hear? Ah, Heavy” n, what means that cry? 


D'ORVILLE. | 

Sure *tis ſome accident arriv'd without. 
LOUISA. 

My Father! O my Father! 


_ SCENE III. Enter jJaxsox. 


JANSON. 


Why have I liv'd to this accurſed day? 
(Louiſa faints in D'Orville's arms.) 


D'ORVILLE. 


Janſon, thy cries have ſtruck thy Miſtreſs dead! 
Pri' thee, what 1s't which can excite this wildneſs? 


JANSON. | 


Would Heav'n, my Lord, the cauſe were not too juſt ' 
Go to yon window, and behold a f ight 
Shall make you almoſt wiſh her dead indeed. 
Two troops of horſe ſurround theſe fated walls, 
And with the ſtrifteſt guard block up each outlet : 
The bloody Perron, at their head, demands 
My honour'd Lord: “ let him not ſcape, he cries. 
 —Lord Henry too, was ſeen within the garden; 
But as the guard approach'd, he ſwift withdrew. 


5 JOLIE | 


78 COUNT DE VILLEROI. 
SCENE IV. Enter viLLEROL. : 


VILLEROl. 


The hand of Heav'n, my Children, ſtops our flight: 
Submit we to its juſt decrees ! | 


LOUISA. (Recovering.) 


| Speak, Janſon, 
Speak, and relieve my fears. My deareſt Father 
(Seeing her Father.) 


Ah, let us quick begone !—Alas, 1 fear d 


VILLEROl. 


My Child! it is too late. Louiſa! now, 

Now, call to mind thy virtuous Mother's precepts :;— 
Thy Father's flight is ſtopp'd, my Child, and he 
Muſt now before thole Judges, whoſe awards 

Nor touch of mercy know, nor ſacred juſtice. 


SCENE V. Enter Perron, with 4 guard, 
| PERRON. 


Where 1s the traitor, Villeroi, that baſe foe 
To our recover'd rights, the treach'rous foe 
To twice ten millions rights, he feign'd tuphold ? | 


VILLEROT, 


I am that Villeroi, and indeed a foe 

To ſuch vile ſons of anarchy as thee. _ 
Perron, I know thee well ; nor aught expect 
But the moſt ſavage execution 8 
Of thy imperious mandate — then ſay on. 


PERRON. 


Thus then :—Villeroi, you are accus'd. 


Of diſaffection to the preſent government, 
5 8 | Form'd 


COUNT DE VILLEROl. 


Form'd on the baſis of equality ; 

Of hate implacable to the brave ſouls 

Held by all France but thee for their deliy'rers : 

And laſtly, of confpiring to ſet up _ 

Your wooden 1dol on his throne again. 

Theſe accuſations you will ſhortly anſwer 

To the Aſſembly, who await your coming: 

There your accuſer ſhall make good his charge 

(The ſight of him will doubtleſs joy you much): 

But firſt I ſhall take leave to put my ſeal, 

The nation's ſeal, upon thoſe weighty coffers 

Which, as I gather from your well-taught knaves, 

Were but intended for ſome ſlight excurſion. 
915 | Exit Perron. 


VILLEROl. 
Louiſa! D'Orville! let us not miſ- ſpend 


The precious moments that remain to us 

In vain complaint, or fruitleſs indignation :— 

et thus much let me fay,—If 1 do fall, 

I fall the martyr of erroneous judgment, 

Not of ambition: of the fond idea 

That moderation could have place ' midſt anarchy. 
Alas! I faw not as I ought the danger 

Of med'cining with lawleſs force, thoſe ills 

Which, as the event has prov'd, were beiter borne 
Far better than that ill-wove remedy | 
Which I was led, though loath, to countenance. 

Nor faw I then, though two well fince have felt, 
How vain th'attempt to ſay unto the crowd, 
“Thus far ſhall ye proceed; here ſtop your courſe.” 
Will the loud ſtormy winds and roaring waves 

Obey the pilot trembling for his bark? 

Then, when th' excited crowd attend to reaſon : 

Dear bought experience! ah, how many victims 
Have paid your acquiſition with their lives! 

That mine might be the laſt! Hear me, my children; 
Tis now no time to cheriſh fruitleſs hopes, : 
Your lives, as well as mine, may be at ſtake.— 
DEES For 


20 COUNT DE VILLEROT. 


For me, be fure my ruin is at hand, 

And this pretended trial but a ſignal 

To fall the ſword long hanging o'er my head. 

Such 1s the will.of Heav'n, and I ſubmit. 

One only care diſturbs, and halt of that 

Thy virtues, D'Orville, bid me lay aſide : 

But O there is no time to loſe ; then take her 
To thy protecting arms, my Friend. —My Child, 
To D'Orville's faithful arms, with confidence, 

I give you up: a treaſure, ſuch as France 

(Methinks 1 have a right to praiſe thee now) 

While F rance exiſted, would have 8 match'd. 


D'ORVILLE. 


And I receive her as the choiceſt bleſſing 
Which an all- bounteous Heav'n could * to me. 


VILLER0Ol. 


D' Orville, wouldſt thou ſecure that bleſſing thine ? 
Wouldſt thou preſerve it from the out- ſtretch'd arm 
Of ruffian violence, from a dreadful death, 

Th' effect perhaps of ſavage cruelty? 

O then remember the black ſcenes of yeſterday 

How would'ſt thou bear — But no, I will not ſhock 
Thy gentle boſom with the frightful image. 

Then mark me, D'Orville, mark me both of you— 
No ſooner are the troops withdrawn that now 

Block up each gate, than without loſs of time, 

Purſue the route already fix'd upon. — 

At port, a veſlel mann'd with faithful hands, 

Still waits to waft you to that happy iſle 

Where Liberty and order ſo unite, 

That bleſt Security reſults to all, | 

The genuine offspring of true liberty ! 

There ſhall ye find protection from this ſtorm ; 

And there 1 'ch'face of Heav'n ſhall plight your vows, 
And join your hands, whole hearts are join'd long ſince. 
D'Orville, thou know It the wealth which happier 2 5 
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COUNT DE VILLEROL | m 


Had giv'n thee with thy bride : now ſtands ſhe poor, 

Save 1n herſelf, though well I know moſt rich 

In thy true love. Let this, my Friend, 1s hers : 31 

1 he flender portion which theſe times have left, | it 
(Giving a pocket-book.) [| 

[ have no further uſe for't; you't may OI 

I rruſt, till Heav n reſtore again our country. 
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LOUISA. 


My Father ! O if grief have kept me dumb, 
Let think not therefore I will ever leave thine. 
No, no, my Father, we will die ns, 3 

en * awaits us both— 


— — 
LIES ne ES 


— — 


ä 


. -X 


* 


22 * 2 —— —— — 
. —— — 4 5 ow 2 A 0X ES * — my 
* * — 7 r r n . Is 


VILLEROL 


As yet, my Daughter, 

You've ſeen me bear my fate without impatience; 
Then pray thee do not drive me to deſpair. 

But oh, if ever thou didſt love thy Father, 

Obey him in this firſt and laſt command !— 
My faithful Janſon, thou wilt till attend 

Thy Miſtreſs, who requeſts thy ſervices ; 
And D'Orville will conſole thee for _ Maſter. 
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JANSON. 


Thank God, thank God, Janſon ſhall know no other 
Maſter than him that for theſe forty years 
He's ſerv'd in love. Kindeſt, my Lord, forgive 
Him for the many times he's fail'd in's duty. 
Still had he try'd to mend—but tis too late; 
Now 1s his old heart broke with woe, and now 


Some place to die! in's all his ſtrength will reach! 
_ [Exit Janſon. 


VILLEROL. = | 
| My Faithful Janſon ! fare thee well, good F Bend 


For I do ſurely fear thou'lt prove in earneſt. 
O, I would weep for thee, were 74js a time 
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82 COUNT DE VILLEROL. 
For tears !—Spite, D'Orville, of his cruel treatment, 
Still yearns my heart upon my Son. Think'ſt thou 
That when my fate ſhall reach him, twill not make 
A change? Will he not ſee his turn at hand, 

And ſtrive to fly from it? My Friend, thy goodneſs | 
Will for our ſakes forget a madman's rage, 

And ſtill conſent to join him in your flight. 

Would he were here to liſten to our — — 


SCENE VE. 


Enter HENRY. 


O paſt my hopes ! my Son, you come moſt wiſh'. 
And truſt me, Henry, that griev'd countenance 
For him who never ceas'd to love you with 
Paternal tenderneſs, becomes you well. 
Alas! I fear'd you quite eftrang'd from me; 
And yet, my Son, you had no caule to be 05 
Since what I did was done in love and care, 

And not to ſhew perverſe authority! 
O now you weep; and I do thank your tears, 
For that I was unmann'd while ] did think 
My Son my foe! Now do I riſe ſuperior 

Io the vile malice which can take but life! 
Then come into. thy Father's arms, and with 

A laſt embrace, hear this my lateſt counſel. 


( Falling at his Father's feet.) 


| Curſe me, my F ater? O in pity curſe me! 


* 


HE 


VILLEROT. 


Curſe thee, Henry! Ah, witneſs for me Heav'n ! 
Ev'n when my indignation role the higheſt, 
Was never F ather lov'd a Son fo ne b 


HENRY. (Ra 7k a on bis 1 J 


Witt thou not open, earth, and hide wy head! 15 
— lat 


— 


COUNT DE VILLEROI. "- 


hat to thy deepeſt centre thou wouldſt ope, 
ag ſhield me from the terror of thoſe looks ! 


| © VILLEROT. 
Juſt Heav'n! what horrid thought breaks in upon me! 


 D*ORVILLE. C Afide.} 
O, I preſag'd this deed.—thou curſed Julia! 


uxxkx. (Rifing.) 


Is there no pity | left in Heav'n, to dart 

The forked bolt, and end me at one ſtroke ? 
And ye, ſwift lightnings, that avenge the guilty, 
Where will ye ane, to N a W 
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VI LLEROT. 


Merciful Heav'n ! merciful Heav'n ! *tis ſo— 
Then break, my heart! O quickly burſt thy bounds, 
And gratify this Monſter with the fight, 
| Who elſe will tear thee from thy bleeding manſion ! 
—O thou moſt ſavage and unnaturel ! 
Tis thou then that haſt plann'd thy Father's death! 
Vet think not for my death, — but at that hand. 
—Yet ſay, thou barbarous Son! for which of: all 
My crimes haſt thou reſolv'd to murder me ? 
Mas it the fond anxiety that watch'd _ 
O'er thy moſt tender years that mov'd thy rage? 
Then haſt thou reaſon, for 'twas unexampled. 
Or wilt thou date it from thy days of childhood? 
Then when the pliant mem'ry firſt *gins note: 
Who hung o'er thee with till encreaſing joy? 
Who was the partner of thy little ſports ? 
The patient liſt'ner of each prattling tale, 
Who watch'd the half-form'd thought, the tear, the 
imile, 
And gently taught them to incline to virtue ? 
we Son, My Son! couldft thou forget all this? 
: M 2 Or 


* e n — —_—_— 


r r 
. ni — h 


qa — ——— E—E ———— ä ä—ñé ö—.— — 
1 — OT te —— — — —— 


— — — 


ne eee eee 


= 
— 1 


<a oaks FED 1 n 2 

* x — >» EE 
W a 
3 2 * Y ; 

E 


I 


9 II — 


L — e > * 
* — — "i 8 —— +: i 
r 
nnr. = 
— n — — 22 1 — — 
= — 
a n — — 


— — — K 
SY ** er a. — EN - * 
1 N . 5 g - 4 
= \ ne yo —— — econ. _ „ r = - 
5 D o = 


— atit — * * le 4 De.” 4 
— — — Its ITED rs wt cn, SAD. —— 
1 — ee, 7 ID 
o * 9 . 
7 r <- 
my fo 7 855 : 

— x; ty ef 
244 n 
P _ P 


. eee ee 2 


84 COUNT DE vl LEROl. 


Or is't all this has drawn on me thy vengeance | ? 
Oh, I might on, and bring thy reſt of life 
To witnels for thy Father's tendernels, 

But thy ingratitude o'erpow'rs me quite. 


HENRY. 


My Father, pray you ceaſe the leſs taſk ! 

— Wherefore purſued, but to aner your. Son 

The only villain of the univerſe ! 

To ſhew all other crimes, compar'd with his, 

Mere ſurface ſpots; a little work for tears; 

And his alone of the true damning caſt, 

Beyond the reach of mercy's ſelf Fefface. 

Ah, who ſo well convinc'd of this as he? 

63 hen fear not he is blind to his deſerts, 

Or could forgive himſelf, though you forgave— : 

Nay, but ev'n now, he ſeeks in hell his puniſhment, 

(He draws his ſword and aitempts to run 

bimſelf through : Villeroi, D'Qrville, 
znterpoſe and prevent him.) 


D'ORVILLE. 


What would thy rage attempt, unhappy F riend! ? 
Is this th'amends to make unto a Father ? 


VILLEROT. 


O dire effect of uncontrouled paſſion, | 

That would atone one crime by a yet worſe ! 

Thou canſt not bear the fight of him thou'ſt wrong'd. 

Ah, where then findeſt thou the confidence 

To ruſh, uncall'd, before thy injur'd Maker ? 

How wilt thou bear the terror of hjs looks ?— 

My Son! I feel that I am yer a Father, 

And tremble for th'effects of thy deſpair. 

Then' live, my Son, live to repent thy crime ! 

But hark'!—'tis he—one only word remains. 

Henry, on this condition ſtands my pardon, 

* thou doſt fly with cheſe, this hated country. 
D' Orville, 


COUNT DE VILLEROL 85 


D' Orville, be kind unto your Friend! Louiſa, : 
I charge you to forgive with me your Brother.— 
O he abhors, from's ſoul abhors his crime. 


SCENE VII. Re-enter pERRON. 


PERRON, 


Villeroi, you're waited for in the Aſſembly, 
Who ſend freſh orders to demand your preſence. 
. (Henry goes Haſtily up to Perron, 
and takes him aſide.) 


LOUISA. 
O fatal ſummons! Mercy, mercy Heav'n! 
* VILLEROL. 


O comfort Heav'n, in this moſt trying hour! 
D'Orville! -behold thy wite—and mark me D'Orville : 
As ſoon as I am gone, loſe not a moment. 


PERRON. (Aloud to Henry.) 


Baſe propoſition ! ſhameleſs impudence ! 

Is this your boaſted zeal for Liberty ? 

This your firm patriotiſm, t'abet a traitor, 

Whom. you yourſelf thought fit raccuſe (though now 
It ſeems on other grounds than zeal for Freedom) 

In's flight from the impending ſtroke of juſtice ? 
Th'Afſembly doubtleſs ſhall return you thanks. 


| HENRY. 
O thou abhorred Villain !\—Monſter! Slave 
What then am I? juſt Heav'n, and yet I live! 
| VILLEROL. 


Forbear, my Son, this uſeleſs rage ; forbear 
The vain attempt to touch that flinty breaſt ! 
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as | ' COUNT DE VILLEROI. 
* Unhappy as thou art, thou find'ſt too late 


Into how deep a pit thou art betray'd !— 
Farewell, my Son and Heav”n to pardon me, 
As truly J forgive thy fatal raſhneſs. 
Kind Heav'n forgive him too My Son, farewell ; 
For never to this houle ſhall I return. 

(They embrace; after which Henry throw, 

himſelf in agony on the ground.) 
—Perron, I will not make you wait. —My Children ! 
(To D'Orville and Louiſa.) 

A long farewell. D'Orville, thou faithfulleſt Friend 


Ol this afflicted houſe, take my laſt thanks: 


I need not „il commend it to thy care !— 
Louiſa, my lov'd Child, a laſt embrace! 


LOUISA. (Catching hold of bin.) 


Oh, I will go with you, my deareſt Father! 
My tears, a Daughter's tears, ſhall melt their hearts; 


Then ſay not nay ; I muſt, I will, my Father. 


VILLEROI. 


Do not, my Child, in this afflicting hour 
Subdue my ſoul! D' Orville, to thy kind arms 
leave my precious truſt. Once more, my Child, 
— Farewell! — 
| (As he is going out he ſees bis Son lying on the 

7 and for a moment ops over him.) 
Alas! my Son, God comfort thee! 

[Exit Villeroi, Perron following. 


HENRY. (Rif ing haſtily.) 


- Whither, O Heav'n, ſhall I 3 myſelf? 


Where look for aid i in this extremity? 

Le virtuous pair, think not T would unite 
My-guilty jate with yours: no, no, I feel 

That innocence abhors communion 

With guilt like mine. I go—no matter whither— 


Yet [ —0 t g look, ſweet Siſter! | 
et ere I go,—one pitying wee c =___ 


-COUNT DE VILLEROT. 87 


LOUISA. 


Hie talks of pity, pity” s murderer ! 
O thou inhuman Brother, thou haſt done 


A deed fo dire, that he who tempted thee 

Shall ſcarce find credence when he tells the tale, 

Though in deep Hell, that thou conſent'ſt unto him. 

And doſt thou talk of pity ?—Moſt dear Father! 

Thy virtues, nor thy tenderneſs, avail'd 

T'excite one drop of it in that hard heatt! | 

Ha! where art thou now, my Father? Is't not like? 

O 'tis moſt like, that the deteſted Perron, 

Impatient of delay and hot for blood, 

Ev'n at this very moment that we ſpeak, 

Doth plunge his ſword into thy ſacred breaſt! 

(To Henry.) And doſt thou linger here the while ? 
O O hafte, 

Or thow'lt arrive too late to feaſt thee with 

The ſight—a Father welt'ring in his blood, 

Muſt needs rejoice the black contriver of it. 

Away, away, away—pity is fled . | 

To Heav'n with our dear Father, when his Son, 


Lat belt beloved Son, turn ad bloody Parricide. 
Exit Louiſa. 


HENRY, 


O! deſerve it all, all this and worſe. 

Then, D'Orville, ſpare me not; I ſtand prepar'd 
To hear thy worſt upbraidings, curſes rather, 

For curſes only fit my horrid crime: 

Or, better rid thee of my hated preſence, 


Thee and the world Would I could rid my ſelf 0 Going. j 


 D'ORVILLE. 
Stay, ſtay, unhappy Friend, O thou miſtakeſt. 


I have no curſes for thee, Henry, but 
An heart that throbs with ſtrong compaſſion * 
For thy loſt ſtate; —thy Siſter too, but that 
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28 cor DE VILLEROT. 
Diſtracted with her griefs, is ſtill a Siſter. 
We know too well the fatal cauſe of all:— 
Then tell me quickly, Henry, thy reſolves, 


Since this ſad moment grants no longer ſtay : 
Art chou prepar'd t'accompany our flight? 


HENRY. 


Thank Heav'n, I am not yet ſo loſt to ſhame ! 

No, D'Orville, no; I will or ſave his life, 

Or periſh in th'atrempt. By a near road 

I yer ſhall reach the city firſt, and ſtrait 

Will 1 to the Aſſembly, to unſay | 

What madneſs only could induce me utter. 

Still have I friends; but ſhould our joint pray'rs fail, 
8 Paris will ariſe to ſave her Villeroi. [Exit Henry. 


D' YORVILLE, a 


In-fated, and miſtaken as thou art, 

What wil become of thee, when thou ſhalt find, 
As thou ſhalt ſrely find, all efforts vain 
Io lay this ſtorm, by thine own rage blown up? 

—And muſt thou periſh in it, noble Villeroi ? | 
Alas! I fear thou muſt, unleſs kind Heav'n 

In pity to thus land, ſhall interfere. 

For me, be witneſs Heav'n! how joytully, 

To fave thy life, I would have given my own; 

But that thy ſtrict command, and the dear truſt 

Committed to my charge, oppoſe my zeal. 

Louiſa, I turn coward when I think 

What dangers thou muſt brave in this {ad flight. 

England! thou haven of our deareſt hopes, 

Thou bleſt elyſium of tranquillity! = 
Aid me, kind Heav'n, to bear my precious charge 
To that much envy'd ſeat of happineſs. [ Exit. 


SCENE 


' COUNT DE VILLEROT. — 


SCENE VIII. Julia's Houſe at Paris. 


Enter CLARA. 


O dreadful ſtate of unavailing rage! 

O conſcience, what a Puniſher art thou ! 

How do thy ſharp and homefelt pangs ſurpaſs 

The deadlieſt inſtruments of human vengeance ! 

Wretched, wretched Julia ! how art thou loſt, 

And how the page of all thy former virtues, 

By this one deed, for ever botted out! 

Ah, what avails thy now too late repentance ? 

Unſteady too as late; a prey each moment 

To paſſions oppoſite :—now mad with rage, 

Thou rav'ſt to glut thee in thy victim's blood, — 

Crying, To Villeror s heart! quick, ſpeed to Bel- 
6 mont,” 

And ſeem'ſt as thou wouldſt 3 into the ſkies. 

Now ſeiz'd with ſtrange affright, thou gaſp'ſt for breath, 

- And wildly calling on the name of Deſmond, 

Sink'ſt down with horrid ſhrieks upon the carth, 

And cry'ſt to all the damn'd to pity thee. 

Then ſtrait pour'ſt forth ſuch torrents of deſpair, 

And in ſuch piercing ſtrains bemoan'ſt thyſelf, 

That, ſpite of all the horror of thy crime, 

] claſp thee to my heart in tendereſt grief. 

Ye gracious Pow'rs, who then, when moſt provok'd, 

Still ſeek to ſpare, alleviate her pangs ! 

But ſee, where haunted by her guilt ſhe comes, 

And ſeems in haſte,—yet calmer than erewhile. 


SCENE IX. Enter JULIA. 


{Speaking to a Servant who follows her in.) 


Quick, hie thee to the Chamber of th'Aſſembly; 
There ſhalt thou meet with Perron, and give this : 


Tell him, without delay to open it, (Giving a letter.) 
That 
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90 COUNT DE VILLE ROI. 


That it contains my lateſt reſolutions, — 
That I abhor my former purpoles.— 
Still art thou here! begone, and bring me word. 
| Exit Servant, 
How gladly would I ſhun accuſing thoughts! 
How gladly ſeem to act the penitent! 
Uſeleſs and vain endeavour! when J know 
That from the hands of theſe accurſed fiends 
No pow'r, ſave His on high, can reſcue him. 
' —Wretch! wretch! who placd him 1 in thoſe butchering 
hands ! 


CLARA. 


Julia, I own thou haſt full cauſe for grief; 
Jet add not to thy other griefs Deſpair ! 
Take patience, deareſt Siſter 


JULIA. 


Hear Heav'n, hear 
—And Kc i thou not, fond girl, 
That Patience is a plant of beg nly growth ; 
The laſt and rareſt crown of godlike virtue? 
And doſt thou name it to a wretch like me? 
Ab, here comes one whoſe feelings ſuit with mine! 
And yet of all mankind, him moſt I dread !— 
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SCENE X. Enter HENRY. 


HENRY. 


Refus'd admittance, and declar'd a Traitor! 
-O all ye Pow'rs! have I not done enough 

To prove my dreadful faith, or would they have 

More Fathers ftill?—T have no more—no more! 

Perfidious woman! Is this too thy doing? (To Julia.) 

Who then accuſes him if I'm away ?— 

J his chief, deadlieſt foe? O Villain! Villain! 

Ha! doſt thou tremble? Nay, think not to eſcape. 
CLARA 


COUNT DE VILLEROl. 


„„ EY = 

. | "THY 

O, on my ſoul, ſhe knew not this excluſion. Ii 
| 2 bis +2 

Ws #0 

| HENRY. | 1 

Say, Is ſhe not the cauſe that he is there tif 
That Villeroi ſtands at their accurſed bar ?— 1 
No, no; 'tis my deteſted rage that liſten'd to her. 441 


2 
— — 


JULIA. {Afide.) 


How dare I look him in the face and live !— 
—Alas, he knows as yet but half my guilt. 
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HENRY. 


O thou bright Miſchief, thou accompliſh'd Evil ! 
Why haſt thou led me to this helliſh crime? 
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„ Joh... 


I ſcorn to anſwer thee evaſively : 
To be reveng'd on Villeroi was the cauſe. 
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HENRY. 


O hell! I thought I had already felt 
Thy direft pangs :—this, this ſurpaſſes all. 
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JULIA. 


Yes, I reſolv'd to bring about his ruin: —_ 

Nay more, that thou ſhould'ſt be the inſtrument; 
To puniſh him, as he had pumiſh'd me. 

What might enſue of danger to mylelf, 

Or of remorſe to thee, my rage reck'd not. 
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| CLARA. 
O hear her not, 'tis madneſs all ſhe utters. 
HENRY. "4 | | 


Wretch that I am, ten thouſand thoughts ſtart forth, 
8 2 N 2 The 


92 COUNT DE VILLEROI. 
The dire confirmers of this black avowal. 


O fool! fool! fool! — 
Enter a Servant with a letter. 


SERVANT. 
Madam, I could by no means get admittance— 
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HENRY, ( Suatching the leiter.) 
Ha! what have we here? Slave, begone “ To Petron!” 


* 


(He breaks it open and reads.) 


« I revoke my commands to you of this morning: 
ce Villeroi muſt by no means periſh : As you value my 
e eſteem and your promis'd reward, act accordingly, 


| In haſte. JuLia.” 
(To Clara.) This too is madneſs, is't not? O thou 
| fiend ! | {To Julia. 


Ha! this not receiv'd ; it follows that - - While I 
The precious moments waſte in empty threats— | 
(As he is going.) 


SCENE XI. Enter VILLENEUVE. 


VILLENEUVE. 


Now, ye polluted pair! the deed is done, 

And ſtartled Hell *gins doubt of its pre-eminence 
In damned guilt. Villeroi, the great, the virtuous, 
The friend of human-kind, lies ſlain by you | 


CLARA. 
O horror, horror! | 
(Julia ſcreams aloud, and faints : they place 
her on a ſopha.) 
_ HENRY. ig 
1 Pray you, Sir, go on! Let her alone. 


Lies flain you ſay by me tis true !—'tis true _ 


COUNT DE VILLEROL, 93 
Yet haply am I not the monſter you ſuppoſe. 
I pray go on.— | 


VILLENEUVE. 


1 hope I wrong you, Sir: 
But Perron faid he acted by your orders; 

By yours and Julia's, though for appearance ſake, 
was right that you ſhould ſeem averſe, — 


| HENRY. 
O precious villain !— 


; VILLENEUVE. 


Twas he contriv'd exclude you from th'Aſſembly; 
Nay, and proclaim'd you traitor to the cauſe, 

The better, as he ſaid, to trick the crowd: 

While he, and wretches like himſelf, aſſail'd 

In terms the vileſt,, malice could ſuggeſt, | 
With ſhouts, with menaces, with monſtrous clamour, 
Th'unguarded perſon of your noble Father. 

O had you ſeen, the while, his gentle patience, 
With what calm dignity he ſtood this ſhock ;— 
And when he now attempted to be heard, 

And found his voice o'erpow'r'd by their loud din, 
With what mild fortitude he acquieſc'd !— 

Had any ſeen it but that deviliſh crew, 

France had been ſav'd the horrid crime that follow'd. 
I ſpare you, Sir, the dire detail: -A Mob, 

With Perron at their head, ev'n in the preſence 

Of the Aſſembly, did the dreadful deed. 

And now— _. 


HENRY. 


And now comes my revenge :—Take this, 
Thou curſed woman, to thy barbarous heart. 
(Running to Julia, who, recover'd from her 
ſwoon, is ſitting on the ſofa, wildly liſtening 
zo Villeneuve's recital, and ſtabbing her.) 
But 
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94 cot Nr DE VILLERO. 


But one more victim, hell! that blood-hound, Perron 
And I appear before thy black tribunal. [Exit Henry, 


CLARA. 

O ſhe is murder'd! Help, ſome ſpeedy help 
Enter oo Servants, who q, 

in ſupporting Julia.) 


VILLENEUVE. 
Soft : raiſe her up. How is it with you, Madam ? 


JULIA. 


Faſt dying, Villeneuve, and all help is vain : 
But Henry, Perron, can'ſt thou not prevent |— 
— Clara, ftay by me at this dreadful moment 
A confus'd noiſe and claſhing 
of fevords, Without. ) 


HENRY. (Without.) 
Die, Villain, die. Coward, thou canſt not *ſcape ! 


JULIA. 
*Tis Henry's voice. — Sure N have met already. 


HENRY. (Fithout ) 


The villain's dead. I thank him for my wounds; 
And have one crime the leſs to anſwer for. 
| (Henry led in ee 
Villeneuve, I am reveng'd on that vile ſlave. 
1 met him entering here triumphantly, 
And plung'd my ſword into the traitor's breaſt. 
is true life flows apace, but what of that! 
Tas needful I ſhould die, if not by him. 
(Looking on Julia. ) 
Alas, poor wretch ! and doſt thou linger {till ? 
Ah! can I ſee that angel form of thine 


Sunk in ſad ruin, and not weep my raſhneſs? | 
| | JULIA. 


COUNT DE VILLEROIl. 


JULIA. 


I live but to entreat forgiveneſs, Henry! 

O canſt hoy pardon the effects of love? 
—Enrag'd that Villeroi ſtill oppos'd our union, 
And ſtung to madneſs by the ſharp reproaches 
Which thy fond tongue too largely dwelt upon, 
I trait reſum'd the dire intention 

(Harbour'd long ſince, though ſteadily oppos'd) 
To be reveng'd on Villeroi, by thy means.— 
Alas, too well I knew my fatal pow'r— | 
l can no more—then ſay, if thou wilt pardo 
The dreadful ruin I have brought upon thee ! 


| HENRY. 
Such pardon as I aſk of Heav'n, I give! 


JULIA. 
die content. O mercy Heav'n for both (Dies.) 
HENRY. 


On both have mercy, Heav'n for much we need it. 
Villeneuve, I know th'eſteem you bore my Father 
That for his ſake you would protect his daughter! 
With D*'Orville ſhe prepares to fly this land:— 

Wilt thou not lend thy aid to ſcreen their flight ? 

Il ſee compaſſion in thy face.—Ah, ſure 

Lord Villeroi's daughter well may challenge it. 


VILLENEUVE. 


Henry, depend on my moſt zealous aid. 
Such as I'd give a Siſter of my own, 
I promiſe in the face of Heav'n to thine. 


HENRY. 


Thy words ſpeak peace to my expiring frame: 
Would I could thank thee as I ought Poor Clara! 


No 
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960 COUNT DE VILLEROT. 


No wonder that thou weep'ſt —Yet ah, impute not 
To me thy griefs.—I pray thee do not curſe me! 
Villeneuve, once more my thanks! My Father! oh! 


(Dies 


W 


VILLENEUVE. | 
Unhappy Pair! O may offended Heaven 


Be reconcil'd by this ſevere atonement ! 

Come thou poor Mourner, and while Villeneuve's name 
May yet be us'd for thy Security, lan 
Command my ſervices. In thy defence, 8 

And to aſſiſt the flight of Villero!'s friends, 

Gladly I uſe my Jareſt intereſt. 

Alas! how many ſcenes like this before us, 

Stain the bad cauſe in which I am engag'd ! 

Here then for ever I renounce my part ! F- 

Though late, convinc'd of this important truth, 
That thoſe who would by force reform the ſtate, 

With deadlieſt hands prepare its overthrow | 

That though triumphant, dear is bought the Fg 
By proſperous, happy, millions ſacrifice! 

Is it not dearly bought at the expence 

Of Law, Religion, Honour, Virtue, Faith? 

And do not theſe in one vaſt ruin lie, 

Prophetic of our injur'd Monarch's fall? 

And lower yet ſhall lie, or much I err. 


Thrice happy ons ! o'er whole 1 land 
No haughty Deſpot rules with iron hand: 
Where equal Laws juſt Government produce, 
And leave wild Anarchy without excuſe. 

Ah! if leſs highly /ome your bleſſings prize, 
Devoted ſtill to deſperate theories; 

Of France, let ſuch view well the dreadful fate, 
Nor tempt the ruin She deplores too late. 


(Exennt omnes.) 


